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1  The  Reader  is  tkfireJ  to  obiejve,  that  the  paCi^-s  omittftJ  in  t'u- 
Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  he-e  pvcferved,  ,iuJ -m.irkeU  with 
inverted  Commas  ;  as  in  Line  36  to  the  Bottom  of  P::^e  ip. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

P     HI     L     I     P, 

EARL  of  CHESTERFIELD,  &c. 

Kniirht  of  the  moft  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter. 


MY  LORD, 

THAT  you  may  be  induced  to  read  this 
dedication  through,  I  fhall  begin  by  af- 
fnring  you,  that  I  do  not  intend  to  pay  you 
one  compliment.  To  praife  you  is  unneceffary 
on  all  hands  •,  to  your  Lordfhip,  it  is  offenfivej 
and  for  the  public,  they  do  not  want  to  be  in- 
formed of  ycur  character:  it  lives,  at  prefenc, 
in  the  mouths  of  all  men,  and  poflerity  will 
find  it  in  the  hiftoiy  of  Europe. 

My  defign,  my  Lord,  is  to  exprefs  my  own 
gratitude,  not  to  delineate  your  merit.  'Twas 
your  Lordfhip  firft  took  notice  of  me,  in  my 
original  obfcurity,  whence  you  brought  me 
into  life,  and  have  fince  continued  to  encou- 
rage me  by  your  countenance  and  favour ; 
and  I  cannot  help  confefTing,  that  I  have  a 
kind  of  honeft  pride  in  having  it  known,  that 
your  Lordihip  thought  me  wprthy  to  be  taken 
under  your  protection. 
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Thefe,  my  Lord  are  the  general  obliga- 
tions that  1  owe  you,  of  which  I  have  wiflhed 
to  raife  feme  monument,  that  may  remain  as 
long  as  my  name  (hall  be  rtmembered  ;  but 
I  have  more  particular  realons  for  prefenting 
you  with  this  tragedy,  as  it  was  your  Lordfhip 
tirft  pointed  out  to  me  the  fubject,  and  when 
it  was  finifhed  gave  me  the  firil  afiurance  of 
its  fuccefs,  by  your  approbation.  I  could  not 
therefore  avoid  taking  advantage  of  this  op- 
portunity, to  acknowledge,  publicly,  all  thcie 
favours;  and  to  allure  you,  that  I  am 
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Moft  obedient,  and 
Very  humble  fervent ^ 
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To 


To  Mr.  HENRY   JONES,  on  his  Tragedy  of  the 
EARL   of  E  S  S  E  X. 

AS  antient  heroes  are  renown'd  in  fong, 
For  re{cuing  virtue  from  th'  oppreflbrs  wrong, 
So  fliall  thy  fame,  who  fnatch'd  this  well-wrought  tale 
From  dullnefs'  gloomy  pow'r  o'er  time  prevail. 

Long  had  thefe  fcenes,  wound  up  with  dext'rous  art, 
In  fpiteof  reafon,  gain'd  upon  the  heart ; 
ThawM  ev'ry  frozen  fountain  of  the  the  eye, 
We  wept,  'till  even  forrow's  felf  was  dry  ; 
Yet  judgment  fcorn'd  what  paffion  had  approv'd, 
And  the  head  wonder'd  how  the  heart  was  inov'd. 
But,  with  a  fate  revers'd,  thy  work  ihall  boaft, 
That  foundeft  judgments  (hall  admire  it  moft. 
Cloath'd  in  the  eafy  grandeur  of  thy  lines, 
The  ftory  brightens,  as  the  diction  mines. 
Renevv'd  with  vigour  as  in  age  'tis  grown, 
The  won'dring  fcene  fees  beauties  not  its  own. 

Thus,  worn  with  years,  in  Jfn'c's  fultry  vales, 
The  creited  fnake  Ihifts  off  his  tu-niih'd  fcales  ; 
Aflumes  frelh  beauties,  brighter  than  the  old, 
Of  changing  colours,  intcrnux'd  with  gold  : 
Reburnim'd,  bafks  beneath  the  fcorching  ray; 
Shines  with  new  glories  in  the  face  of  day, 
Darts  fiercer  lightning  from  his  brandifh'd  tongue, 
Rolls  more  fublime,  and  ieems,  at  leaft,  more  young. 

No  more  (hall  noife,  and  wild,  bombaftic  rage, 
Ufurp  tii'  applauding  thunder  of  the  ftage  ; 
Fullian  no  more  mall  pafs  for  true  fublime, 
Nor  nonienib  muficaliy  float  in  rhyme  ; 
Nor,  in  a  worle  extreme,  fhall  creeping  profe, 
For  nature  and  fimplicity,  impofe  : 
By  thee  reform'd,  each  vicious  tafte  mail  fail, 
And  critic  juftice  hold  aloft  her  fcale. 

Whence  beams  this  dazzling  luftre  on  thy  mind  ? 
Whence  this  vaft  fund  of  knowledge  in  mankind, 
Unletter'd  genius  ?  Whence  haft  thou  been  taught, 
This  dignity  of  ftile,  this  majefty  cf  thought  j 
This  rapid  fire,  by  cool  correAnefs  rul'd, 
And  every  learned  elegance,  unfchool'd  ? 

A  3  Say, 


[    6    J 

.Sny,  hath  great  Sbakefpearis  tranfmigrated  (lia.de 
Inibrm'd  thy  mafs,  orient  thee  friendly  aid? 
To  him,  ble/s'd  bard,  untaught,  'twas  alfo  giv'n, 
T'  afcend,  on  native  wings,  invention's  brighteft  Hea- 
ven, * 

Afiuming  Pbcelus*  port ;  and  in  his  train, 
The  Mufes  all,  like  handmaids,  no:  in  vain, 
Crouch  for  employment.— 
The  paSons  too,  fubfervient  to  his  will, 
Attentive  wait  on  his  fuperior  Ikill  ; 
At  the  command  of  his  enchanting  art, 
Unlock  the  burfting  flood-gates  of  the  heart, 
And  in  the  rapid,  headlong  ftream,  bear  down 
The  vanquifh'd  foul,  and  make  it  all  his  own. 

Happy  the  clime,  diftinguifh'd  be  the  age, 
"When  genius  {hoots  fpontaneous  for  the  ftage ; 
Not  too  luxuriant,  nor  too  trimly  neat, 
Ear,  in  looie  wildnefs,  negligently  great. 
Oh  !  may  the  gen'rous  plants,  fo  wond'rous  rare, 
Ne'er  want  the  tender  hand  of  foft'ring  care  j 
But,  like  Apollo's  fav'rite  tree,  be  fecn, 
Forever  flourifhing,  for  evergreen. 

M'NAMARA  MORGAN. 

*  Alluding  to  the  prologue  to  Henry  V. 
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/\  UR  defp^rate  bard  a  bdd  excurficn  trie*, 

!Tho<  aunycr  damp'' d  his  icings,  he  dar*  d  to  rife  • 
From  hope,  high  rais'  d,  all  glorious  actions  f frit: g  ; 
'Tis  hence  that  heroes  conqutr,  poets  Jing. 
Even  he  may  feel  thefcul  exalting  f  re, 
Fame  prompts  the  bumhlcft  bofom  to  afpire. 

Without  a  guide  this  rc/h  attempt  be  made, 
Without  a  clue  from  art,  or  learning's  aid. 
He  takes  a  theme  where  teinVreft  paj/ions  glow, 
A  theme,  your  grot  fires  felt  with  pleajing  wee* 
Eflex'/Su/  tale  hefrrives  to  cloafb  anew, 
And  hopes  to  place  it  in  a  ftronger  <vie-iv. 

Pest;,  like  painters,  mny,   by  equal  laiu, 
The  labour"1  d  piece  from  different  mafters  draw} 
Perhaps  inprsve  the  plan,   add  firs  and  grace, 
And ftrike  th'1  impajfiorf'dfoul  through  all  the  fac,e* 
How  far  cur  author  has  fecur'd  a  claim 
'To  ('::s  exalted  palm,   this  wife?  d-for  f  ami, 
1Toxr  ftnefoui  ftfitiments  will  foon  declare  : 

;y  is  c-\>;r  prone  tofpare. 

}7T.-rre  bafenefs  then  your  candour  to  diftruft  ; 
A  Brilifh  audience  will,  at  leaft,   bejuft. 

A  flattering  truth  he  fearful  mr< ft  covfefs, 
His  fanguine  friends  n:ade  promife  offuccefs; 
£  at  that,  he  fears,  their  ardent  wijhcs  wrought  9- 
S-:  iice  partial  favour  f  eld sm  fees  a.  fault. 
fl hen  bear,  like  patient  friends,  this  fir Jl  rj/a-;, 
His  next  /Jail  thank  you  in  a  nobler  way. 
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THE 

EARL    OF    ESSEX 

ACT        I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  an  Antichamber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Burleigh  and  Raleigh. 

JSur.  7 'I  ^  H  E  bill,  at  length,  has  pafs'd  oppoiing  num  • 

j|^  bers, 

Whilft  crowds  fedidous  clamour'd  round  the  fenate, 
And  headlong   faction  urg'd  its  force  within. 

Ral.  It  has,  my  lord. — The  wifli'd-for  day  is  come, 
When  this  proud  idol  of  the  people's  hearts 
Shall  now  r.o  more  be  wormipp'a. — Ejjex  falls. 
My  lord,  thr  minute's  near  that  mall  unravel  - 
The  myftic  fchemes  of  this  afpiring  man. 
No'.v  Fortune,  with  officious  hand,  invites  us 
To  her,  and  opens  wide  the  gates  of  greatnefs, 
The  way  to  power.    My  heart,  exults  ;  I  fee, 
I  fee,  my  lord,  our  utmoft  wifli  accomplifh'd  ! 
I  fee  gre.it  Cecil  mine  without  a  rival, 
And  England\)\zfe  him  as  her  guardian  faint. 
Such  potent  irltruments  I  have  prepar'd, 
As  mall,  with  fpeed,  o'erturn  this  hated  man, 
And  dxfh  him  down,  by  proof  invincible. 

Bur.  His  day  of  glory  now  is  fee  in  night, 
And  all  my  anxious  hopes,  at  lafl,  are  crown'd. 
Thofe  proofs  againit  him,  Raleigh— 

Ral.   All  arrived. 

Bur.  Arrived  !  how  ?  when  ? 

Ral.  This  very  hour,  my  lord  : 
Kay  more,  a  perfon  comes  of  high  diflinclion, 
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To  prove  fome  fecret  treaties  made  by  EJJcx, 
"With  Scotland's  monarch,  and  the  proud  7'jrone. 
Bur.  Howfay'll?  to  prove 'era? 
Ral.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  back'd 
With  circumflances  of  a  ftronger  nature. 
Ij:  now  appears,  his  fecretary  Cujf^ 
\Vith  Blunt  and  Lee,  were  deep  concens'd  in  this 
Deilruclivc  fchemc,  contriv'd  to  raife  this  lord, 
And  ruin  Cecil.     Oh,  it  is  a  fubtile, 
A  drep  laidmffchief,  by  the  earl  contriv'd, 
In  hour-  malignant,  to  o'erturn  the  itate, 
And  (horror 'to  conceive  !)  dethrone  the  queen. 

Bur.  Thefe  gladfome  tidings  fly  beyond  my  horrs ! 
The  queen  will  liften  now,  will  now  believe, 
And  trufl  thccounfel  of  her  faithful  Burlcigb. 
'  Let  this  mofr  -lucky  circvrmftance  be  kept 
'  A  fecret  frill  from  public  obfervation. — ' 
Difpofe  "em  well,   till  kind  occafion  calls 
Their  office  forth,  lell:  prying  craft  mean  while 
May  tamper  wi:h  their  thoughts,  and  change  their  minds: 
Let  them,  like  batteries  conceal'd,  appear 
At  once,  both  to  fin-prize  and  to  deflrcy. 

Ral.  This  fudden  (hock,  my  lord,  this  weighty  ftrokc, 
Muft  prefs  'him  headlong  down  to  deep  deftru&ion  : 
Indignant  fate  marks  out  this  dreaded  man, 
And  Fortune  now  has  left  him. 
"  Bur.   Thank  the  changeling ; 
His  fervilefaftion  foon  will  (land  aghaft, 
And  fink,  at  diftance,  from  his  threat'ning  fall. 

Ral.  His-headitroiig  friend,  the  bold  Southampton  tco, 
Now  finds  his  ram  endeavours  all  defeated  ; 
And  ftonns  at  theeand  the  impeaching  Commons. 
Bur.  Let  him  rave  on,  and  rage. — The  lion  in 
The  toils  entangled,  wades  his  ftrength,  and  roars 
In  vain  ;  his  efforts  but  amafe  me  now. — 

'  Rah  What  triumphs  in  my  foul  fhall  reign,  to  fee 
This  fanguiuc  and  o  crbearing  man  brought  down 
Beneath  my  envy  .-  nay,  below  my  fcorn. 
Ho'.v  young  ambiiion  fwells  niy  riling  hopes  ! 
'  i~b  I»T?avtn,  O  Cecil,  calls  thro'  England's  voice, 
And  jultice,  bcr.d.i  :j  fjona  above,  iruitc  us.' 

Entft 
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Enter  Gentleman. 

Gn;t.   My  lord,  the  lady  Nottingham  defire?. 
With  much  impatience,  to  attend  your  lordfhip. 

Bur.  What  may  the  purport  of  her  bus'neis  be  ? 
Her  tendfr  wifhes  are  to  Effix  ty'd 
In  love's  foft  fetters,  and  endearing  bands  : 

For  him,  each  melting  thought  awakes  de-fire, 

And  all  her  foul  is  lavifli'd  on  that  lord, — 

This  unexpected  vifit  much  furprizes  me  ! 

What -can  it  mean  ?   She  would  not  come  to  pry 

And  pick  out  talcs  for  'EjQ'ex'  ear  ! — Why  let  her ; 

I'm  arnrd  fecure  againft  her  arts  and  cunning. 

Befides,  her  errand  comes  too  late  ;  for  now 

Her  minion's  doom'd  to  fall.'—  Conduct  her  in. 

[Exit  Gent. 

And  you.  my  Raid  orb,  watch  Southampton's  fteps  ; 
With  care  obferve  each  movement  of"  his  friend  ; 
That  no  advantage  on  that  fide  be  loll.  [Exit.  R..1. 

'   Southampton 's  EJ/cx'  fecond  felf ;  he  fhares 
"  His  headlong  councils,    and  adopts  his  fchemes  : 
'  His  daring  heart,  and  bold,  ungovern'd  tongue, 
'   Are  both  cnlifted  in  the  rafh  deligns 
'   Of  thi^  proud  iord,  ncr  knows  a  will  but  his  : 
'  A  llmbib  f;x'd  ;v! uft  with  the  body  fail.' 
Enter  Lady  Nottingham. 

Not.  Thrice  "hail  to  refcu'd  England's  guiding  rrniaj ! 
His  country's  guardian,  and  his  queen's  defence. 
Great  BurUigb,  thou  whofe  patriot  bofom  bcaio 
With  Albion's,  glory  and  Eliza's  fame  j 
Who  fhield'ft  her  perfon,  and  fupport'ft  her  throne  ; 
For  thee,  what  fervent  thanks,  what  offer' d  VOA-S, 
Do  prcftrate  millions  pay  ! 

Bur.  Bright  excellence, 
This  fair  applaufe  too  highly  over-rates, 
Too  much  extols,  the  low  deferts  of  Cecil. 

Not.  What  praifes  are  too  high  for  patriot-v/c: 
Or  what  applaufe  exceeds  the  price  of  virtue  ? 
My  lord,  conviction  has  at  lait  fubdu'd  me, 
And  I  am  honour's  profelyte  : — too  long 
My  erring  heart  purfu'd  the  ways  of  faction; 
I  own  mylelf  t'have  been  your  bitt'reft  fee, 
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\nd  join'd  with  Effcx  in  each  foul  attempt 
'i'o  blaft  you  honour,  and  traduce  your  fame. 

Bur.  Tho'  ne'er  my  wiihing  heart  could  call  you  frlendr 
j.  et  honour  and  efteem  I  always  bore  you  ; 
And  never  meant,  but  with  refpeft  to  ferve  you. 

*  It  grieves  me,  madam,    to  have  thus  offended, 
1  Where  moil  my  wifhes  labour'd  to  oblige. 

'  Not.  I  know  your  honour  and  your  virtues  well  ; 

Your  public  plans,  defign'd  for  England's  good, 

And  all  your  private  merit's  weight.    But,  Oh, 

How  blind  is  reafon  in  the  maze  of  pattern  ! 

I  fought  your  ruin,  labour'd  for  your  fall. 

But,  if  repentance  may  attone  for  guilt, 

Or  felf-  reproach  for  fharpeft  penance  pafs, 

No  mortal  bread  e'er  felt  more  woe  than  mine, 

And  Burleigh  now  may  rank  me  for  his  friend. 

'  Bur.  That  fuch  a  worth  of  foul  mould  be  abus'd  ! 

Could  I  accufe  my  heart  but  of  a  thought 

To  do  you  wrong  ;  if  any  purpofe  ever 

Againft  your  welfare  in  my  foul  arofe, 

That  look'd  with  malice  on  your  mining  merit, 

*  Your  matchlefs  beauty,  or  your  brighter  virtues 
'  Then  let  me  live  defpis'd,  a  proverb  made 

'  To  ev'ry  paffing  flave  ;  nay  more,  the  fcorn 
«  And  trampled  footftool  of  the  man  I  hate.' 

Not.  It  is  enough,  my  lord,  I  know  it  well, 
And  feel  rekindling  virtue  v/arm  my  breail  ; 
Honour  and  gratitude  their  force  refume 
V/ithin  my  heart,  and  every  wifh  is  yours. 
O  Cecil,  Cecil,  what  a  foe  haft  thou, 
A  deadly  foe,  whilft  hated  EJfix  lives  ! 

Bur.  I  know  it  well,  but  can  aflign  nocaufe. 

Not.  Ambition's  reftlefs  hand  has  wound  his  thoughts 
Too  high  for  England's  welfare  ;  nay,  the  queen 
.Scarce  fits  in  fafety  on  her  throne,  while  he, 
Th'  audacious  EJfex,  freely  treads  at  lar^e, 
\nd  breathes  the  common  air.     Ambition  is 
The  only  god  he  ferves,  to  whom  he'd  facrifice 
.lis  honour,  country,  friends,  and  every  tie 
Of  truth,  and  bond  of  nature  ;  nay,  his  love. 

Bur.  •  I  find  this  bub'nefs  work  as  I  would  have  it. 
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The  nan  that  in  his  public  duty  fails, 

On  private  virtue  will  difdainfu!  dread, 

As  fteps  to  raife  him  to  feme  higher  purpofe  : 

In  vain  each  foftcr  \vifliwould  plead  with  him, 

No  tender  movement  in  his  foul  prevails, 

And  mighty  Jove,  who  rules  all  nature  elfe, 

Muft  follow  here  in  proud  ambition's  train. 

Not.    Pronounce  it  not,  mv  foul  abhors  the  found, 

Like  death. O  Cecil,   will  you  kindly  lend 

Some  pity  to  a  wretch  like  me  ? 

£itr.   Command, 

Madam  ;    my  power  and  will  arc  yours.    '  I  feel 
'  Your  wrongs,  I  feel  the  bafe  returns  you've  met 
'  P'rom  this  ungrateful  and  diilcyal  man, 
'  Tho'  oft  your  goodnefs  fcreen'dhirn  from  reproof. 
4  Believe  me  worthy  to  paitak'e  your  grievance, 
'  Accept  my  fervice,  and  employ  my  power.' 

Not.  Will  Cecil's  friendly  earvcuchafe  to  bend 
Its  great  attention  to  a  woman's  wrongs, 
Whofe  pride  and  fhame,  refentrnent  and  defpair, 
Rife  up  in  raging  anarchy  at  once. 
To  tear  with  ceafc'efs  pangs  my  tortur'd  foul  ? 
Words  are  unequal  to  the  woes  I  feel, 
And  language  leffens  what  rny  heart  endures. 
Pafiion  repuls'd  with  fcorr.,  and  proud  difdain, 
Recoils  indignant  on  my  fiirinking  foul, 
Beats  back  my  vital  fprings,  and  crufhes  life. 

Bur.  Madam,  your  wrongs,  I  muft  confefs,  are  great ; 
Yet  ftill,  I  fear,  you  know  aot  half  his  falfliood. 
'  Who,  that  had  eyes  to  look  on  beauty  ;  who, 
'   That  had  a  heart  to  feel  that  beauty's  power;' 
Who,  but  the  falfe,  perfidious  Eftx,  could 
Prefer  to  Nottii.n'jain  a  Rutland' &  charms  ? 
Start  not — By  Heav'n,  I  tell  you  nought  but  truth, 
What  I  can  prove,  paft  doubt ;  that  he  receiv'd 
The  lady  Kttf/atui'a  hand,   in  facred  wedlock, 
The  very  night  before  his  fetting  out 
For  IrtlaMA. 

Net.   Cii,  may  quick  deftruftion  fcize 'em  ! 
May  iuries  blaft,  and  hell  deftroy  their  peace  ! 
May  all  their  nights 

Bar.  I  pray,  have  patLnce,  madam. 

l  Re- 
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Reftrain  a  while  your  rage  ;-curfes  are  vain. 
But  {here's  a  furer  method  to  deltroy  him  ; 
And  if  you'll  join  with  me,  'tis  done  :  he  falls. 

Not.  Ha !  fay'ft  thou,  Burleigb !  Speak,  my  gen ju5r 

fpcak  ; 
Be  quick  as  vengeance'  felf  to  tell  me  how. 

Bur.  You  muft  have  heard  the  commons  have  im- 

peach'd  him, 

And  we  have  proofs  fufficicnt  for  his  ruin. 
But  the  queen — you  know  how  fair  he  ftands 
Jn  her  efteem  ;  and  Rutland  too,  his  wife, 
Hath  full  poffeflion  of  the  royal  ear. 
What  then  avail impeachments,  or  the  law's 
Severeft  condemnation,  while  the  queen 
May  fnatch  him  from  the  uplifted  hand  of  Juftice  ? 
Here  then,  my  Nottingham,   begins  thy  tafk  : 
Try  ev'ry  art  t'  incenle  the  queen  againfl  him, 
Then  ftep  between  her  and  the  lady  Rutland, 
*  Let  not  her  fondnefs  find  the  leaft  accefs 
'  To  the  queen's  heart  to  counterwork  ourpurpofe.* 
Obferve  Scutbampton  too,  with  jealous  eye  j- 
Prevent,  as  much  as  pofEble,  his  fuit : 
For  well  I  know  he  will  not  fail  to  try 
His  eloquence  on  the  behalf  cf  EJjex. 

Net.  It  fliall  be  done  ;  his  doom  is  fix'd  ;  he  dies. 
Oh,  'twas  a  precious  thought !  I  never  knew 
fcuch  heart-felt  fatijfa&ion  !  EJTcx  dies, 
And  Rutland,  in  her  turn,  (hall  learn  to  weep. 
The  time  is  precious ;  I'll  about  it  ftrait. 
Come,  vengeance,  come,  aflift  me  new  to  breathe 
Thy  venom'd  fpitit  in  the  royal  ear. 

[Ex/t  Nottingham. 

Bur.  There  fpoke  the  very  genius  of  the  fex. 
A  difappointed  woman  fets  no  bounds 
To  her  revenge.     Her  temper's  fcrm'd  to  ferve  me. 
Eater  Raleigh. 

Ral.  The  lord  Soutbamptcn,  with  ungovern'd  rage, 
Refents  aloud  his  difappointed  meafures. 
1  met  him  in  the  outward  court ;  he  feeks 
In  hafte  your  lordfhip,  and,  forgetting  forms, 
Purfues  me  hither,  and  demands  to  fee  you. 

Bur.  Raleigh,  'tis  well— Withdraw— Attend  the  queen. 
Leave  me  to  deal  with  this  o'crbearing  man.  [Exit.  Ral. 

Eater 
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Enter  Southampton. 

' .  Where  is  the  man,  whom  virtue  calls  her  friend? 
T  ni-.c  \  on  joy,  my  lord  ! — Your  quenchlefs  fury 
At  length  prevails — and  now  your  malice  triumphs. 
You've  hunted  honour  to  the  toil  of  faction, 
And  view  his  llruggles  with  malicious  joy. 

Bar.  What  mean?,  my  lord? 

South.  O  fraud  !  mall  valiant  EJfex 
Be  made  a  facrifice  to  your  ambition  ! 
Oh,  it  fmells  foul  indeed,  of  rankeft  malice, 
And  the  vile  ftatefman's  craft.     Ycu  dare  not  fure 
Thus  bid  defiance  to  each  fhew  of  worth, 
Each  claim  of  honour:  dnre  not  injure  thus 
Ycu-r  fuffering  country  in  her  braveir.  fon  ! 

Bur.  But  why  mould  ftern  reproach  her  angry  brow 
Let  fall  on  me  r  Am  I  alone  the  caufe 
That  gives  this  working  humour  ftrength  ?  Do  I 
L'.fh'uct  the  public  voice  to  warp  his  actions  r 
Jufiice,  untaught,  fhall  poize  th'  impartial  fcales, 
And  e\ery  curious  eye  may  mark  the  beam. 

Scuth.  The  ij.  ecious  fhield,  which  private  malice  bears, 
Is  ever  bfawm  <3  with  fome  public  goodj 
Behind  that  artful  fence,  fculklo.v.  conceal'd, 
The  bloody  purpofe,  and  the  poifon'd  (haft ; 
Ambition  there,  and  envy  neftle  clofe  ; 
From  thence,  they  take  their  fatal  aim  unfccn  ; 
And  hcmeft  merit  is  the  deftin'd  - 

Bur.  '  Your  warm  diftemper'd  7eal  puts  rafhly  by 

The  cool  diredting  hand  of  wholefome  reafon. 

No  imputation  foul  fhall  reft  on  me  ; 

My  honeft  purpofcs  defy  aloud 

The  flander-fpreading  tongu&  of  bufy  faction, 

To  call  its  venom  on  my  fair  report, 

Or  tel-l  pofterity,  thus  Cecil  did.' 
My  country's  welfare,  r.nd  my  queen's  command, 
Have  ever  been  my  guiding  ftars  through  life, 
My  fure  direction  ilill. — To  thcfe  I  now 
Appeal  ; — from  thefe,   no  doubt,   this  lord's  mifjondufl 
Hath  widely  Itray'd  ;  and'reafcn,  not  reviling, 
Muft  now  befriend  his  caufe. 
Scuth.  How  ill  had  Prevalence, 

Dif- 
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Difpos'd  the  fuffering  world's  opprefl  affairs 

Had  facred  right's  eternal  rule  been  left 

To  crafty  politicians'  partial  fvvay  ! 

Then  power  and  pride  would  ftretch  th'  enormous  grafp, 

And  call  their  arbitrary  portion,  juftice  : 

Ambition's  arms,  by  av'rice  urg'd,  would  pluck 

The  core  of  honeity  from  virtue's  heart, 

And  plant  deceit  and  rancour  in  its  Head  : 

Falsehood  would  trample  then  on  truth  and  honour, 

And  envy  poifon  fweet  benevolence. 

Oh,   'tis  a  goodly  group  of  attributes, 

And  well  befits  fome  ftatefman's  righteous  rule  ! 

Out,  out  upon  fuch  bafe  and  bloody  doings  ! 

The  term  of  being  is  not  worth  the  fin  ; 

No  human  bofom  can  endure  its  dart. 

Then  put  this  cruel  purpofe  from  thee  far, 

Nor  let  the  blood  of  E/ex  whelm  thy  foul. 

Bur.  'Tis  well,  my  lord  !  your  words  no  comment 

need  ; 

'  *  No  doubt,  -hey've  well  explain'd  your  honeft  meaning  ; 
*  'Tis  clear  and  full.— To  parts,  like  yours,  difcretion 
'  Wou'd  be  a  clog,  and  caution  but  incumbrance.' 
Yet  mark  me  well,   my  lord,  the  clinging  ivy 
With  th'  oak  may  rife,  but  with  it  too  mult  fall. 

South.  Thy  empty  threats,  ambitious  man,   hurt  not 
The  breaft  of  truth.     Fair  innocence,  and  faith, 
Thofe  llrangers  to  thy  practis'd  neart,  mail  fhield 
My  honour,  and  preferve  my  friend. — In  vain, 
Thy  malice,  with  unequal  arm,  mall  ftrive 
To  tear  th'  applauded  wreath  from  E/ex'  brow  ; 
His  "honcft  laurel,  held  alofr.  by  fame, 
«  Above  thy  bl  fting  reach,  (hall  fafely  flourim,' 
Shall  bloom  immortal  to  the  tateft  times : 
Whilft  thou,   amidft  thy  tangiing  fnares  involv'd, 
Shah  fink  confounded,  and  unpitied  fall. 

Bur.  Rail  on,  proud  lord,  and  give  thy  choler  vent : 
It  waftes  itfe'f  in  vain  ;  the  queen  (hall  judge 
Between  us  in  this  warm  debate.     To  her 
I  now  repair  ;  and  in  her  royal  prefence 
You  may  approve  your  innocence  and  faith. 
Perhaps  you'll  meet  me  there. — Till  then,  farewel. 

{Exit. 
South. 
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fictttb.   Honfufion  wait  thy  flcps,   thou  cruel  monfter  1 
My  noble  and  illuftrious  friend  betray'd, 
By  crafty  faction  and  tyrannic  power, 
His  finking  trophies,    and  his  falling  fame, 
Opprefs  my  very  foul.     I'll  to  the  queen, 
Lay  all  their  envy  open  to  her  view, 
Confront  their  malice,  and  preferve  my  friend.      [Exit, 
'The  queen  difcoitersd,  fitting  on  her  throne. 

Raleigh,  Louts,  tn.d  Attendants. 
*?.  Without  confulting  me  !    presumptuous  man  ! 
Who  governs  here  : — What  !   am  not  I  your  queen  ? 
You  dar'd  not,  were  he  prefent,  take  this  ftep. 

Ral.  Dread  fovereign,  your  ever  faithful  commons 
Have,  in  their  gratitude  and  love  for  you, 
Preferr'd  this  falutary  bill  againft  him. 

Enter  Burleigh. 

<£.  You,  my  lord  Burleigh,  muft  have  known  of  this. 
The  commons  here  impeach  the  earl  of  EJ/ex 
Of  praftifing  againft  the  ftate  and  me. 
Methinks  I  might  be  trufted  with  the  fecret. 
Speak,  for  I  know  it  well,   'twas  thy  contrivance. 
Ha  !  was  it  not  ?  You  dare  not  fay  it  was  riot, 

Bur.  I  own  my  judgment  did  concur  with  theirs. 
His  crimes,  I  fear,  will  juftify  the  charge, 
And  vindicate  their  loyalty  and  mine. 

<£.  Ha  !  tell  not  me  your  fmooth,  deceitful  (lory! 
I  know  your  projects,  and  your  clofe  cabals. 
You'd  turn  my  favour  into  party  feiuls, 
And  ufe  my  fcepter  as  the  rod  of  faction  : 
But  Henry's  daughter  claims  a  nobler  foul. 
I'll  nurfe  no  party,   but  will  reign  o'er  all, 
And  my  fole  rule  (hall  be  to  blefs  my  people : 
Who  ferves  them  bed  has  ilill  my  higheft  favour  : 
This  EJ/ex  ever  did. 

Enter  Southampton. 
Behold,    Souibamptcn, 

What  a  b.ife  portrait's  here  !  The  faithful  EJfcx 
Here  drawn  at  large  aflbciating  with  rebels, 
To  fpoil  his  country  and  dethrone  his  queen. 

South.  It  is  not  like. — By  Heav'n  the  hand  of  envy 
Drew  thefe  falfe  lines,   diilorted  far  from  truth 
And  honour,   and  unlike  my  noble  friend. 

As 
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As  light  to  {hade,  or  hell  to  higheft  Heav'n. 

Then  fufter  net,  thou  beil  of  queens,  this  lord, 

This  valiant  lord,  to  fall  a  facrifice 

To  treachery  and  bafe  defigns  ;  who  now 

Kngages  death  in  all  his  horrid  fhapes, 

.A  mid  it  a  hardy  race,  inur'd  to  danger  ; 

15 ut  let  him  face  to  face,  this  charge  encounter, 

And  every  f'alfehood,  like  his  foes,  fhall  fly, 

i£.  To  me  you  feem  to  recommend  ftrici  juflice, 
In  all  her  pomp  of  power.     But  are  you  fure 
No  fubtle  vice  conceal'd  aflumes  her  garb  ? 
Take  heed,  that  malice  does  not  wear  the  mafk, 
Nor  envy  deck  her  in  the  borrow'd  guife. 
'  Rancour  has  often  darken'd  reafon's  eye, 
'  And  judgment  winks,  when  paffion  holds  the  fcale.' 
Impeach  the  very  man  to  whom  I  owe 
My  brighteft  rays  of  glory  !  Look  to  it,  lords, 
Take  care,    be  cautious  on  what  ground  you  tread  ; 
Let  honefl  means  alone  fecure  your  footing. 
jSCoiiigb  and  you  withdraw,  and  wait  our  leifure. 

[Exeunt  Raleigh  and  South 

Lord  Burleigb,  flay ;   we  mult  with  you  have  farther 
Conference. — I  fee  this  bafe  contrivance  plain. 
Your  jealoufy  and  pride,  your  envy  of 
His  mining  merit,  brought  this  bill  to  light. 
But  maik  me,  as  you  prize  our  high  regard 
And  favour,   I  command  you  to  fupprefs  it: 
Let  not  our  name  and  power  be  embarrafs'd 
In  your  perplexing  fchemes.     'Twas  you 
And  therefore  you  muit  end  it. 

Bur.   I  obey. 

Yet  humbly  would  intreat  you  to  confider 
How  new,  unpopular,  this  ftep  rnuft  be, 
To  itand  between  your  parliament's  enquiry 
And  this  offending  lord. — We  have  fuch  proofs — 

4*.  Referve  your  proofs  to  a  more  proper  feafon* 
And  let  them  then  appear.     But  once  again 
We  charge  you,  on  your  duty  and  allegiance, 
To  ftop  this  vile  proceeding ;  and  to  wait 
Till  Ejftx  can  defend  himfelf  in  perfon. 
If  then  your  accufations  are  of  force, 
The  laws,  and  my  confent,  no  doubt,  are  open. 
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lie  has  my  urict  command,  with  menace  mix'd, 

'To  end  effectually  this  hated  war, 

Ere  he  prcfumc  to  quit  the  Irijh  coaft. 

Bur.  Mid.vn,  my  duty  no.v  c .jaipels  me  to — 

i£.  No  more  !  fe-e  that  my  orders  be  obey'd.  \Ex.  Bur'*> 

EJJex  a  traitor  ! — it  can  never  be — 

His  grateful  and  his  honeft  foul  difdains  it. — 

J  know  him  hot,  ambitious,  rafh,  impatient ; 

Rut  then  he's  firmly  anchor'd  in  his  duty: 

Tho'  ftormy  p£Hions  tofs  him  to  and  fro. 

Can  he  prove  falfe  I  fo  high  advanc'd,  fo  honour'd^ 

So  near  iny  fu\our — and — I  fear,  fo  near 

My  heart! — Impofiiblc. — This  Burlsigh  hates  him,. 

And,  his  rival,  therefore  would  deltroy  him, 

But  he  ih.ili  find  his  narrow  fchcrnes  defeated. 

In  vain  their  fraudful  efforts  mall  combine 

To  fh*kemy  fettled  foul,  my  firmdefign  ; 

Refo  v'd  to  lift  bright  virtue's  palm  on  high, 

Support  her  grandeur,  and  her  foea  defy.  [Exit* 


ACT        II. 

Enter  Burleigh  and  Raleigh. 

Bur.  T?  SSEX  arriv'd !  Confufion  to  my  hopes  \ 

JJL/  His  prefence  will  deftroy  me  with  the  queen, 
I  mucli  fufpefthe  had  fome  private  notice, 
Perhaps,  a  puaftual  order,  to  return. 
He  lurks  too  near  her  heart. — Wh;.t's  to  be  done  ? 
'  Prepare  the  witnefles  with  fpeed ;  apprize 
'  The  lady  Nottingham. —  Southampton's  pride, 
'  And  Rutland's  too,  will  lift  the  creft  again. 

*  Bat  fly,  my  Raleigh,  fend  me  Nottingham. 

['  Exit  Raleigh, 

'  We  muft  alarm  the  queen  with  new  commotions 
'  In  many  parts  of  her  dominions  rais'd: 
'  All  this,  and  more,  muft  now  be  pafs'd  for  truth. 
'  This  fudden  blow  has  ftruck  me  to  the  foul ; 
'-  'Tis  gone  too  far,  he  dies — proud  EJJex  now, 

*  Or  Cecil  falls.'     Now  is  th'  important  criiis — 

Keep 
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Keep  up  thy  ufual  ftrength  ;  my  better  genius, 
Diredl  my  fteps  to  crufh  my  mortal  foe. 
Enter  Queen  and  Raleigh. 

J^.  It  cannot  be  !  Return'd  without  my  leave  ! 
Again!!  my  Arid  command  ! — Impofllble  ! 

Ral.  Madam,  the  earl  is  now  at  court,  and  begs 
An  audience  of  your  majefty. 

J^.  Amazing ! 

What !  break  his  truft  !  defert  his  high  command  ! 
Forfrke  his  poft,  and  difobey  his  queen  ! 
'Tis  faife — invented  all.  — You  wifh  it  fo. 

Bur.  Madam,  I  wifh  fome  other  rumours  falfe  : 
Reports,  I  fear,  of  great  concern  to  you. 

4>.  What  rumours  ?  what  reports  ?  Your  frown  woa'd 

much 
Denote  :  your  preface  feems  important. — Speak. 

Bur.  Some  new  commotions  are  of  late  fprung  up 
In  Ireland,  where  the  weft  is  all  in  arms, 
An!  moves  wkh  hafty  march  to  join  'Tyrone, 
And  all  his  northern  clans.     A  dreadful  power  ! 
Nay  more,  we  have  advices  from  the  borders 
Of  fudden  rifings,  near  the  banks  of  T'weed ! 
'T's  thought,  to  favour  an  attempt  from  Scotland. 
Mean  while,   Tyrone  embarks  fix  thonfand  men 
To  land  at  Mi/ford,  and  march  where  E/ex 
Shall  join  them  with  his  friends. 

Q.  In  league  with  James  ! 
And  plotting  with  Tyrone!  It  cannot  be. 
His  very  pride  difdams  fuch  perfidy. 
But  is  not  E/ex  here  without  my  leave  ! 
Againfl  my  ftrift  command  !  that,  that's  rebellion. 
The  reft,  if  true,  or  falfe,  it  matters  not. 
What's  to  be  done  : — admit  him  to  my  prefence  ? 
No,  no — my  dignity,  my  pride  forbid  it. 
Ungrateful  man,  approach  me  not ;  rife,  rife, 
Refentment,  and  fupport  my  foul !  Difdain, 
Do  thou  aflift  me. — Yes,  it  mall  be  fo. 

Bur.  I  fee  fhe  mufes  deep;  her  mind  works  upwards, 
And  paints  its  ftruggling  efforts  in  her  face. 
Vjrone's  invafion  wakes  her  fear  and  anger, 
And  all  her  foul  is  one  continued  ftorm. 

4£.  For  once  my  pride  mall  ftoop ;  and  I  will  fee 

This 
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Thisrafh,  audacious,  this  once  favour'd  man  ; 
But  treat  him  as  his  daring  crimes  deferve 
Enter  Southampton. 

South.   [Kneeling.}  Permit  me,  madam,    to  approach 

you  thus; 

Thus  lowly  to  prefentthe  humble  fuit 
Of  the  much  injur'd,  faithful,  earl  *{ EJfcx, 
Who  dares  not,   unpermitted,  meet  your  prefence. 
He  begs  moft  gracious  queen,  to  fall  before 
Your  royal  feet,  to  clear  him  to  his  fove'  eign, 
Whom,  next  to  Heav'n,  he  wifhes  mo  ft  topleafe. 
Let  faction  load  him  with  her  labouring  hand, 
His  innocence  fhail  rife  again  it  the  weight, 
If  but  his  gracious  miftrefs  deign  to  fmile. 

^.  Let  him  appear.  [Exit  South. 

Now  to  thy  trying  talk, 

My  foul  !  Put  forth,  exert  thy  utmoft  flrength, 
Nor  let  an  injur'd  queen  be  tame. — Lie  {till, 
My  heart  !  I  cannot  liften  to  thee  now. 

Enter  Eflex  and  Southampton. 

EJJex.  Forgive,  thou  injur'd  majefly,  thou  beft 
Of  queens,  this  feeming  difobedience.     See, 
I  bendfubmiffive  in  your  royal  prefence, 
With  foul  as  penitent,  as  if  before 

Th'  aJl-fearching  eye  of  Heav'n.     But,  Oh,  that  frown  ! 
My  queen's  refentment  wounds  my  inmofl  fpirit, 
Strikes  me  like  death,  and  pierces  through  my  heart. 

Q.  You  have  o'ocy'd,  my  lord  !  you've  ferv'd  me  well ! 
My  deadly  foes  are  quell'd  !   and  you  come  home 
A  conqueror!   Your  country  bids  you  welcome! 

And  I,  your  queen,  applaud! Triumphant  man! 

What!  is  ic  thus  that  EJJex  gains  Irs  lain  els? 
What!  is  it  ihus  you've  born  my  high  comraifllon  ? 
How  durft  you  disregard  your  trufled  duty, 
Defert  your  province,  and  betray  your  queen? 

Ej/ex.  I  came  to  clear  my  injur'd  name  from  guilt, 
Imputed  guilt,  and  flanderous  acctvfatipni. 
My  fhame  was  wafted  in  e;vh  pailitig  gale, 
Each  fwelling  tide  .  .1  with  my  wrongs; 

And  echo  founded  forth,  from  faction's  voice, 
The  traitor  E/ex.--  Was't  not  hard,  ,ny  queen, 
That  while  I  itood  in  danger's  dreadful  front, 

En- 
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Encountering  death  in  every  (hape  of  terror, 
And  bleeding  for  my  country? — Was't  not  hard, 
My  mortal  enemies  at  home,  like  cowards, 
Shcu'd  in  my  abfence  bafely  blaft  my  fame  ? 

£>.  It  is.  the.gcdiike  attribure  of  ki I 
To  raife  the  virtuous  and  protect  the  brave. 
I  was  the  guardian  of  your  reputation, 
What  malice,  or  what  faction  then  cou'd  reach  you  ? 
My  honour  was  expos'd,  engag'd  fcr  yours : 
But  you  found  reafbn  to  diflik-e  my  care. 
And  to  yourfelf  afium'd  the  v/reiled  office. 

EJJex.  If  ought  difloyal  in  this  bcfoni  dwells, 
If  ought  of  trealon  lodges  in  this  heart, 
May  I  to  guilt  and  lafting  mame  be  tvedded, 
The  fport  of  faction,  and  the  mark  of  fcorn, 
The  world's  derifion,  and  my  queen's  abhorrence. 
Stand  forth  the  villain,  whofe  invenom'd  tongue 
Would  taint  my  honour  and  traduce  my  name, 
Or  ftamp  my  condudt  with  a  rebel's  brand  ! 
Lives  there  a  monfter  in  the  haunts  of  men, 
Dares  tear  my  trophies  from  their  pillar'd  bafe, 
Eclipfe  my  glory  and  difgrafe  my  deeds  ? 

^.  This  ardent  language,  and  this  glow  of  foul, 
Were  nobly  graceful  in  a  better  caufe  ; 
Where  virtue  warrants,  and  where  truth  infpives : 
But  injur'd  truth,  with  brow  invincible, 
Frowns  ftern  reproof  upon  the  falfe  afiei  tion, 
And  contradicts  it  wita  the  force  of  fads. 
From  me  ycu  have  appeai'd,  ungrateful  man  ; 
The  laws,  not  J,  in  nil  liilen  to  your  plea. 
Go,  ftand  thetcit  fevcrc,  abide  the  trial, 
And  mourn  too  late  the  bounty  you  abus'd. 

[ E .\cunt  Queen,  Southampton, 

EJfcx.  Is  this  the  juil  requital,  then,  of  ah 
My  patriot-toils  and  oft-encounter'd  perils, 
Amidit  tl>'  inclemencies  of  camps  and  climes  ? 

Then  be  it  ib. Unvnov'd  and  dauntlefs,  let  me 

This  mock  of  advcrfe  fortune  firmly  iland. 
But  yet,  methir.ks,  'tis  fomewhat  indden  too! 
My  greatnefs,  now  depriv'd  of  each  fapport, 
Vvrhichbo;e  fo  long  its  envv\  :rfc, 

Muft  quick  to  ruin  fiill,  and  crufn  iny  hopes. 
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Enter  Southampton. 

South.   Alas,  niv  lord!   the  queen's  difpieafure  kindles 
With  warmth  increafing;  whilfl  lord  Burhigh  labours 
T'  inflame  her  wrath,  and  make  it  Jlill  burn  fiercer. 

'EJfex.  I  fcorn  the  blaze  of  courts,  the  por>p  of" king?.; 
I  give  them  to  the  winds,  and  lighter  vanity ; 
Too  long  they've  robb'd  me  of  fubftantial  blifs, 
Of  folid  happinefs,  and  true  enjoyments. 
But  lead  me  to  my  mourning  love ;  alas  ! 
She  finks  beneath  opprefling  ills  ;  fhe  fades, 
She  dies  for  my  afflidUng  pangs,  and  feeks 
Me,  forrowing,  in  the  walks  of  woe. —  Diflraftion  ! 
Oh,  lead  me  to  her,  to  my  foul's  defire. 

South.  Let  caution  guide  you  in  this  dangerous  itep. 

Confider  well,  my  lord,  the  confequence 

For  mould  the  queen  (forbid  it  Heaven  !)  difcover 
Your  private  loves,  your  plighted  hands,,  no  power 
On  earth  could  flep  between  you  and  deilrufiion. 
'  Lock  up  this  fecret  frum  the  prying  world.' 
Enter  Burleigh. 

Bur.  My  Icrd  of  Effix,  'tis  the  queen's  command, 
That  you  forthwith  refign  your  ftaff  of  office  ; 
And  further,  fhc  confines  you  to  your  palace. 

EJJcx.  Welcome,  my  fate.     Let  fortune  do  her  utmoft^ 
I  know  the  word,  and  will  confront  her  malice, 
And  bravely  bear  the  unexpected  blow. 

Bur.  The  queen,  myloid,  demands  your  quick  com- 
pliance. 

EJJex.  Go,  then,  thou  gladfome  mefTe:i£cr  of  ill, 
And,  joyful,  fc;tft  thy.fierce  rapacious  foul 
WithEtfix*  fuddc.i  and accomplifh'd  fall. 
The  trampled  corfe  of  all  his  envy'd  greatnefs, 
Lies  proilrate  now  beneath  thy  favage  feet ; 
But  llill  th'  exalted  fpirit  mounts  above  th:e. 
Go,  tell  the  queen  thy  own  detailed  ftory  : 
.Full  in  her  fight  difclofe  the  fnaky  labyrinths 
And  lurking  fn ares  you  plant  in  virtue's  path* 
To  catch  integrity's  unguarded  flep. 

Bur.  How  ill  repaid  are  public  toils  and  cares> 
'  Where  aclive  honeily,  with  ftation  join'd, 
'  Incurs  but  calumny,  and  foul  reproach  !' 
.Your  CQuntrv  has  imptach'd,  your  queen  accus'd  you; 

To 
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To  thefe  addr:fs  your  heft  defence,   and  clear 
Your  queft'o.i'd  conJudl  from  difloyal  guilt. 
What  anfu-erto  the  queen  fhall  I  return  ? 

EJ/ex.  Myftaff.cf  clHce  I  from  her  rcceiv'd, 
And  will  t'-  her,  and  her  alone,  refign  it. 

Bur.  This  boldrefufal  will  incenfe  the  queen. 
This  arrogance  will  make  your  guilt  the  ftronger. 

[Exit. 

South.  Suflain,  my  noble  friend,  thy  wonted  greatnefs; 
Collect  thy  fortitude,  and  fummon  all 
Thy  foul,  to  bear  with  ftrength  this  crulhing  weight, 
Which  falls  fevere  upon  thee  ;  whilft  my  friendfhip 
Shall  lend  a  helping  hand,  and  fhare  the  burthen. 
I'll  hence  with  (peed,  and  to  the  queen  repair, 
And  all  the  power  of  warmeft  words  employ, 
To  gain  you  yet  one  audience  more,  and  bring 
Her  majefty  to  milder  thoughts.     Farewel.  [Exit. 

Ejfix.    As  newly  uak'd  from  all  my  dreams  of  glory, 
Thofe  gilded  vifions  of  deceitful  joys, 
I  ftand  confounded  at  the  unlook'd-for  change, 
And  fcarcely  feel  this  thunder-bolt  of  fate. 
The  painted  clouds,  which  bore  my  hopes  aloft, 
Alas,  arenowvaniihed  to  yielding  air, 

And  I  am  fall'n  indeed  ! 

How  weak  is  reafon,  when  afte&ion  pleads  ! 
How  hard  to  turn  the  fond,  deluded  heart 
From  flatt'ring  toys,  which  footh'd  its  vanity! 
The  laurell'd  trophy,  and  the  loud  applaufe, 
Theviclor's  triumph,  and  the  people's  gaze; 
The  high-hung  banner,  and  recording  gold, 
Subdue  me  ftill,  ftill  cling  around  my  heart, 
And  pull  my  reafon  down. 

Enter  Rutland. 

Rut.  Oh,  let  me  fly 

To  clafp,  embrace,  the  lord  of  my  defires ! 
My  foul's  delight,  my  utmoft  joy,  my  hufband ! 
I  feel  once  more  his  panting  bofom  beat ; 
Once  more  I  hold  him  in  my  eager  arms, 
Behold  his  face,  and  lofe  my  foul  in  rapture. 

EJ/ex.  Tranfporting  blifs !  my  richeft,  dearefl  treafure! 
My  mourning  tunle,  my  long  abfent  peace, 
Oh,  come  yet  nearer,  nearer  to  my  heart ! 

My 
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My  raptur'd  foul  fprings  forward  to  receive  thee  : 
Thou  Heav'n  on  earth,  thou  balm  of  all  my  woe  ! 

Rut.  Oh,  fhall  I  credit  then  each  ravifh'd  fenfe ; 
Has  pitying  Heav'n  confented  to  my  prayer  ? 
It  has,  it  has ;  my  E/ex  is  return'd ! 
But  language  poorly  fpeaks  the  joys  I  feel; 
Let  paffion  paint,  and  looks  exprefs  my  foul. 

Ejjex.  With  thee,  my  fweetelt  comfort,  I'll  retire 
From  fplendid  palaces,  and  glitt'ring  throngs, 
To  liveembofom'd  in  the  fliades  of  joy, 
Where  fweet  content  extends  her  friendly  arms, 
And  gives  encreafing  love  a  lafting  welcome. 
With  thee  I'll  timely  fly  from  proud  oppreffion, 
Forget  our  forrows,  and  be  bled  for  ever. 

Rut.  Oh, 'let  us  hence,  beyond  the  reach  of  power; 
Where  Fortune's  hand  mail  never  part  us  more. 
In  this  calm  ftate  of  innocence  and  joy, 
I'll  prefs  thee  to  my  throbbing  bofom  clofe. 
Ambition's  voice  mail  call  in  vain  ;  the  world, 
The  thanklefs  world,  mail  never  claim  thee  more, 
And  all  thy  bufinefs  mall  be  love  and  me. 

Ejfix.  The  queen,  incens'd  at  my  return,  abandons  me 
To  Cecil's  malice,  and  the  rage  of  faftion. 
I'm  now  no  more  the  fav'rite  child  of  fortune: 
My  enemies  have  caught  me  in  the  toil, 
And  life  has  nothing  worth  my  wifh,  but  thee. 

Rut.  Delufive  dream  of  fancied  happinefs  ! 
And  has  my  fatal  fondnefs  then  deftroy'd  thee? 
Oh,  have  I  lur'd  thee  to  the  deadly  fnare 
Thy  cruel  foes  have  laid?  '  Oh,  have  I  put 
•  Thy  life  in  peril  ?  My  officious  tears 
'  Would  needs  inform  thee  of  their  wicked  fchemes.' 
I  dreaded  Cm'/'s  malice,  and  my  heart, 
Longing  to  fee  thee,  with  impatience  liften'd 
To  its  own  alarms ;  and  prudence  funk  beneath 
The  force  of  love. 

E/ex.  Forbear,  my  only  comfort; 
Oh,  tell  me  not  of  danger,  death,  and  Burleigh ; 
Let  every  ftar  fhed  down  its  mortal  bane 
On  my  unfhelter'd  head :  whilft  thus  I  fold 
Thee  in  ipy  raptur'd  arms ;  I'll  brave  'em  all, 
Defy  my  fate,  and  meet  its  utmoft  rigour. 

B  Rut. 
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#a/.  Alas,  my  lord  !  confider  where  we  am  ^--H 
Oh!   'tis  the'queen's  apartment;  death  is  here. 
'  I  came  to  thee  through  peril's  anibulh'cl  path,    j~.c 
'And  every  danger  rifqu'd  for  thy  6m  brace.' 
Each  precious  moment  is  by  fate  bslet, 
And  time  ftands  trembling  whilft  we  thus  confer. 

EJjfcx.  Then,  let  us  hence  from  this  detelted  phce  j 
My  refcu'd  foul  difdains  the  houfe  of  greataels, 
Where  humble  hor.eliy  can  find  no  melter. 
From  hence  we'll  fly,  where  love  and  virtue  call ; 

Where  happinefs  invites thatwilh  of  all : 

With  fweet  content  enjoy  each  blifsful  hour, 
Deycnd  the  fmiies  of  fraud,  or  frowns  of  power. 

[Exeunt. 

*y° <  el . 
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A       O       T  TTT    ' 

ACT         111. 

Enter  Burbigh  and  Nottingham. 

Net.  TV  /T  Y  lord,  I've  fought  you  out,  with  much  5m. 

IVl  patience. 

You've  had  an  audience  of  the  queen  :    what  follow'd  ? 

Bur.  Soon  as  I  told  her  Ejftx  had  refus'd 
To  yield  his  dignities,  and  ilaff  of  office, 
'  Againty  her  high  command,  pronounc'd  by  me/ 
She  feem'd  depriv'd  of  reafon  for  a  moment ; 
Her  working  mind  betray'd  contending  patflons, 
Which,  in  her  alter'd  face,  appear'd  by  turns. 
She  paus'd,  like  thunder  in  fome  kindling  cloud, 
The  initant  burft  with  dreadful  fury  forth  : 
4  And  has  th'  ungrateful  wretch  defy'd  my  mandate? 
'  The  proud,  audacious  traitor  fcorn'd  my  power? 
'  He  dares  not,  fure.-^He  dies — the  villain  dies  ! 
«  Then,  fudden,  foften'd  into  milder  founds, 
f  And  call'd  him  rafli,  unhappy,  gallant  EJJex! 

*  On  me  her  fury  fell ;  my  crafty  plans 

*  Againft  his  reputation,  fame,  and  life, 

*  Hud  driven  him  to  extremes — my  malice  did  it— 

*  My  envy  was  his  bane ;  with  all  that  pafiion 
«  Or  furycouid  fuggeft. — I  begg'd  to  know" 

'  Hoi 
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*  Her  royal  will  ccncenuug  Ej:-.v;  urg'd 

*  Againhis  mfolence. — Ainaz'ci,    awhile; 

*  She  itood,  and  wilt  not  what  to  do. — At  length, 

*  Collecting-  ail  her  mind,  tliefs  words  ihe  urter'd  :'— 
Let  him  to  theTow'r.— I  initr.ntly  withdrew, 

I'ut  loan  was  countermanded,  and  deiir'd 
To  Imr.g  the  earl  of  EJJix  to  her  prefence. 
I  like  it  not,  and  much  I  fear,  ihe'il  ftand 
Between  this  high  offender  and  the  laws. 

Xvt.  Is  Effix  then  fecur'd  ? 

Bur.   Madam,  he  is  ; 
And  now  comes  guarded  to  the  court, 
Enter  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  queen 
,  Js  in  herclofet,    and  delires  to  fee  you.  -['Exit. 

Not.  I  attend  her. 

Bur.  She  wants,    no  doubt,  to  be  advls'd  by  you. 
Improve  this  fair  occafion,  urge  it  home; 

*  She  mull  be  quick'ned  by  repeated  ftrokes 
'  Of  frefh  indignities,  by  Effex  ofrer'd 

*  T"  her  royal  perfon,    and  prerogative-. 

'  Be circumipecl  and  cautious!  mark  her  well  * 
Not.  I  know  her  foible.     EJJex  long  has  had 
An  intereftin  her  heart,  which  nothing  can 
O'erturn,  except  his  own  ungovern*d  fpirit. 
It  is,  indeed,  the  inftrnment  by  which 
We  work,   and  cannot  fail,   if  rightly  us'd. 

Bur.  Madam,  the  queen  experts  you  inilantly. 
I  muft  withdraw,   and  wait  the  earl's  arrival.      \Extunt. 

Queen  difco~jered. 

<?.  Ill  fated,   vretched  man!   perverfe  and  obftinatet 
He  counterworks  my  grace,   and  courts  deftru&ion. 
He  gives  his  deadly  foes  the  dagger  to 
Deftroy  him,    and  defeats.my  friendly  purpofe, 
Which  woirld,  by  feeming  to  abandon,   fave  him. 
Nor  will  he  keep  the  mafk  of  prudence  on 
A  moment's  fpace. — What !  muft  1  bear  this  fcorn  ? 
No :   let  me  all  the  monarch  reafiume ; 
Exert  my  power,   and  be  myfelf  again.— 
Oh,  ill-performing,   difobedient  heart  I—- 
Why mrink'ft  thou,  fearful,  from  thy  own  refolve  ? 

B  2  Enter 

' 


Nottingham. 

Thou  com'ft  in  time  ;  I'm  muchdiiturb'd,  abus'd*  ; 
My  Nottingham,   and  wou'd  complain  to  thee        .   >.   .  • 
Ofinfolence,  negle£l,   and  high  contempt. 
EJ/ex  prefum'd  to  diftate  la\vs  within 
My  palace  gates.     How  fay 'ft  thou,  Nottingham? 
Not.  Surely,    my  gracious  queen,   it  cannot  be! 
His  heat  and  paffion  never  cou'd  impel  him 
To  take  fo  bold  a  ftep,  to  fuch  rafh  guilt :      ;•  ;  ,-...:,  /, 
Methinks  his  very  honour  ihould  prevent  it,;  ,-  .,-•:•,  i 

4>.  Thy  open,  honeft  mind  untutor'd  feems 
In  life's  ungrateful  and  degenerate  fchool ; 
Where  ftubborn  vice  in  every  form  appears,     ,/,ij 
Mocking  correction's  ineffectual  rod. 
It  is,  indeed,    an  evil  hard  to  bear; 
This  haughty  man  has  wanton'd  with  my  grace,  .l6v  o 
Abus'd  my  bounty,  and  defpis'd  my  favour^. 
*  That  giving  goodnefs  mould  profufely  flow          j  1O'/I 

«  T'  enrich  the  furly  glebe,    \vhere  only  thorns 

«  And  noxious  weeds  will  fpring  !' 

Refentment,   then,   (hall  in  her  turn  prevail^.  s,i(: 
To  angry  laws  I'll  give  this  vidim  up. 

Not.  His  condud  has,  I  fear,   been  too  unguard#i;.\ 

His  hally  temper  knows  not  where  to  itop. 

Ambition  is  the  fpur  of  all  his  aclions, 

Which  often  drives  him  o'er  his  duty's  limic?  }.  r<xj  J«(T 

(At  leaft  his  enemies  would  have  it  io.)       ';    thni^i  ^itT 

But  malice,  madam,  feldom  judges  right.  jijsjift  I 

^.  O  Nottingham!  his  pride  is  pail  enduring; 

This  infolent,  audacious  man  forgets 

His  honour  and  allegiance ; — and  refus'd    u      binjjoO 

To  render  up  his  ftaff  of  office,   here, 

Beneath  my  very  eye. 

Not.  Prefumptuous  man  ! 

Your  faithful  luhjecls  will  refent  this  pride, 

This  infolence,  this  treafon  to  their  queen ; 

They  mult,    my  gracious  ibvereign.  — 'Tis  not  fafe 

To  mieldhim  longer  from  their  jult  refentment. 

Then  give  him  up  to  juftice  and  the  laws.  7i  u;>j   tmHT 
j^.  You  feem  well  pleas'd  to  urge  feverity.; —  ,'mriW 

Offended  maiefty  but  feldom  wants  v^n'i"     \>-n- , 

Such  fliarp  ad\ ifcr*.— Yet  no  attribute 

%  k 
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So  well  befits  th'  exalted  feat  fupreme, 
And  power's  difoofing  hand,    a.  clemency. 
Each  crime  mutt  from  its  quality  be judg'd  ; 
And  pity  there  ihou'd  interpofe,    where  malice 
Is  not  th'  aggreflbr.     Hence  !    I'll  hear  no  more. 

Not.  Madam,  my  fentiments  were  well  intended  5 
Jultice,   not  malice,    mov'd  my  honeft  zeal. 
My  words  were  echos  of  the  public  voice, 
Which  daily  rifes,   with  repeated  cries 
Of  high  complaint,    againft  this  haughty  lord. 
1  pity,   from  my  heart,  his  rafh  attempts, 
And  much  efteem  the  man. 

i^  Go,  Notthigbam, 
My  mind's  difturb'd,   and  fend  me  Rutland  hither. 

O  vain  diitincYion  of  exalted  ftate  ! 
No  rank  afcends  above  the  reach  of  c:;t.-. 
Nor  dignity  can  fticld  a  quetn  from  woo. 
Defpotic  nature's  fironger  fceptre  rules, 
And  pain  and  pafiicn  in  her  right  prevail. 
Oh,   the  unpity'd  lot,    fevere  condition, 
Offolitary,  fad,  dejefted  grandeur! 
Alone  condemn'd  to  bear  th'  unfotial  throb 
Of  heart-felt  anguifh,  and  corroding  grief; 
Depriv'd  of  what,  within  his  homely  fhed, 
The  pooreft  peafant  in  afHiftion  finds, 
The  kind,   condoling  comfort  of  a'dear 
Partaking  friend. — 

»     Enter  Count efe  of  Rutland. 
Rutland,    I  want  thy  timely 

Counfel.     I'm  importun'd,  and  urg'd  to  punifh— 
But  juftice,   fometimes,   has  a  cruel  found, 
'  Where  mercy  may  with  prudence  meet,  and  both 
*  Agree  to  foften  rigour.' — EJfex  has, 
No  doubt,    provok'd  my  anger,   and  the  laws  ; 
His  haughty  conduct  calls  for  fharp  reproof, 
And  juft  correction.     Yet  I  think  him  guiltlefs 
Of  iludied  treafbns,   or  defign'd  rebellion. 
Then,   tell  ine,   Rutland,  what  the  world  reports, 
What  cenfure  fays  of  his  unruly  deeds. 

Rut.  The  world,  with  envy's  eye  beholds  his  merit: 
Madam,  'tis  malice  all,  and  falfe  report. 

B  3  I  know 
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1  know  his  noble  heart,    'tis  fill'd  with  honour  : 
No  trait'rous  taint  has  touch'd  his  generous  foul  ; 
llisigratfful  mind  ftill  glows  with  pureafie&icn; 
Asd.aU  his  thoughts  are  loyalty  and  you. 

$.  I  grant  you,    Rutland,  all  ycu  lay,  and  ti: '. 
The  earl  pofiefs'd  of  many  fplendid  virtues. 
What  pity  'tis,   he  Paouldaficrd  his  foe:; 
Such  frequent,  fad  occafions  to  undo  him  ! 

Rut.  What  hnmau  heart  can,   unajHifted,  bear 
Such  ninr.ly  merit  in  diilrefs:   '  fucii  \vcr:h 
•  fcetr.iy'd';    fuch  valour  in  the  toil,'   befet 
]>y  cruel  foes,    and  faction's  iavage  cry  ? 
My  gocd,    my  gracious  millrefs,   ftrctch,    betiir.es, 
Your  favmgarm,   and  fnatch him  from  deftrudion, 
From  deadly  malice,  treachery,   and  Cecil. 
Oh  let  him  live,  to  clear  his  conduct  up  ! 
My  gracious  queen,  he'll  nobly  earn  your  bounty, 
And  with  his  dsareil  blood  deferve  your  mercy. 

^  Her  words  betray  a  warm,   unufual  fervour; 
.Mere  friendfhip  never  could  infpire  this  tranfport.  \_Af.Jt, 
I  never  doubted  but  the  earl  was  brave  ; 
His  l:fc  and  valiant  actions  all  declare  it : 
I-thirvk  him  boneft  too,    but  rafh  and  headirrong. 
I  gSp.dJy  would -pr.cferve  him  from  his  foes, 
And  therefore  zm  relblv'd  once  mere  to  fee  him. 

Rut.  Oh  'tis  a  godlike  thought,  and  Heav'n  Itfelf 
Infp ires  it.      Sure  feme  angel  moves  your  heart, 
Your  royal  heart,  to  pity  and  forgivenefs. 
Thisp-acious  deed  fnall  {bine  in  future  ftory, 
And  deck  your  annals  With  tne  brlgiitCil  viuue  ; 
Pofterityihall  praife  the  prince! 
And  r.£es  yet  to  xorne  record  your  goodnefs. 

£>.  I'll  hear  no  more — Muil  I  then  learn  from  yet* 
To  Know  my  province,    and  be  taught  to  move, 
As  each  defigning  minddiredls  ?  — Leave  me. 

Rut.  Her  frowns  are  dreadful,  and  her  eye  looks  terror. 

I  trenrble  for  my  E/cx.     Save  him,  Heav'n  !         [Exit. 

j^.  Her  warmth  has  touch'd  me  home.     My  jealous 

My  fcai-ful  a.nd  fufpicious  foul's  alarm'd.  [iic-rt, 

Enicr  Biuleigh,    Raleigh,   tuul  tilers. 
Viir.  The  carl  of  Efix  waits  ye;  r  royal  will. 
si^Klg  Let  him  approach — And  now,  once  more,  fupport 
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Thy  dignity,   my  foul  ;   nor  yield  thy  greatnefs 
Toftrong  ufurping  paflion — but,  becomes, 

E>:tti-   EiTex,   Southampton,  guards. 

EJfix.  Permitted  thus  to  bend,  with  proflrate  heart, 

[Kna-is. 

Before  your  facrcd  majefty  ;  I  come, 
With  every  g-ateful  fenfe  of  royal  favour, 
Deeply  engrav'd  within  my  confcious  foul. 

Q.  I  fen t  my  orders  for  your  ftaff  of  office. 

E/cx.  MaJani,  my  envy'd  dignities  and  honours, 
I  f.rlt  from  ycur  own  royal  hand  receiv'd  ; 
And  therefore  juftly  held  it  far  beneath  me 
To  yield  my  trophies,  and  exalted  power, 
So  dearly  purchas'd  in  the  fkv  of  glory, 
To  hands  unworthy.     No,  my  gracious  queen, 
J  meant  to  lay  them  at  your  royal  feet ; 
Where  life  ufelf  a  willing  vidlim  falls, 
If  you  command. 

^  High  fwelling  words,  my  lord,  but  ill  fupply 
The  place  of  deeds,  and  duty's  juft  demand 
In  danger's  onfet,  and  the  day  of  trial, 
Conviction  ftill  on  afting  worth  attends  ; 
Whilft  mere  profefiions  are  by  doubts  encumber'd. 

EJftx.  My  deeds  have  oft  declar'd,  in  danger's  front* 
How  far  my  duty  and  my  valour  lead  me. 
Allegiance  ftill  my  thirlt  of  glory  fir'd, 
And  all  my  bravely  gather'd,  envy'd  laurels, 
Were  purchas'd  only  to  adorn  my  queen. 

4J.  Yet  faft  o'er  fallacy  muft  ftill  prevail, 
'  And  eloquence  to  fimple  truth  give  way.' 
Your  guilty  fcorn  of  my  intrufted  power, 
When  with  my  mortal  foes  you  tamely  dally'd, 
By  hardy  rebels  brav'd,  you  poorly  fought 
A  fervile  paufe,  and  begg'd  a  fhameful  truce. 
Should  EJJ'ex  thus,  fo  meanly  compromise, 
And  lole  the  harveft  of  a  plenteous  glory, 
Jn  idle  treaties,  and  fufpicious  parly  ? 

Effcx.  O  deadly  ftroke  !  my  life's  the  deftin'd  mark. 
The  poifon'd  fliafc  has  drunk  my  fpirits  deep. 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  Confpire  with  rebels !  ha  T 
I've  ferv'd  you,  madam,  with  the  utmoft  peril, 
And  ever  glory'd  in  th'  illuflrious  dangerj 

B  4  Where 
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Where  famine  fhc'd  me  with  her  meagre  mein, 

And  pcltilence  and  death  brought  up  her  train. 

I've  fought  your  battles,  in  defpite  of  nature, 

Where  fcafons  iicken'd,  and  the  clime  was  fate. 

My  power  to  parly,  or  to  fight,  I  had 

From  you  ;  the  time  and  circumftance  did  call 

Aloud  for  mutual  treaty  and  condition  ; 

For  that  I  ftand  a  guarded  felon  here. — A  traitor, 

Hemm'd  in  by  villain?,  and  by  flaves  furronndcd. 

<£.  Shall  added  infolence,  with  creft  audacious, 
Her  front  uplift  againft  the  face  of  power. 
Think  not  that  injur'd  majefty  will  bear 
Such  arrogance  uncheck'd,.or  unchaitis'd. 
No  public  truft  becomes  tiie  man,  who  treads, 
With  fcornful  fteps,  in  honour's  facred  path, 
Ar.d  ftands  at  bold  defiance  with  his  duty. 

E/ex.  Away  with  dignities  and  kited  trnft, 
With  flattering  honours,  and  deceitful  power ! 
Invert  th'  eternal  rules  of  right  and  juftite  ; 
Let  villains  thrive',  and  out-caft  virtue  perifli ; 
Let  flaves  be  rais'd,  and  cowards  have  command. 
Take,  take  your  gaudy  trifles  back,  thofe  baits 
Of  vice,  and  virtue's  bane. — 'Tis  clear,  my  queen, 
My  royal  miftrefs,  cafts  me  of;  nay,  joins 
With  Cecil  to  deftroy  my  life,  and  fame. 

^.  Prefuming  wretch  !   audacious  traitor  ! 
~  JL./CX.  Traitor! 

^.  Hence  from  my  fight,  ungrateful  flave,  and  learn 
At  diflance  to  revere  your  queen. 

E/ex.  Yes;  let 

Me  fly  beyond  the  limits  of  the  world, 
And  nature's  verge,  from  proud  oppreffion  farr  '  jp 
From  malice,  tyranny,  from  courts,  from  you. 

Q.  Traitor  !  villain  !  [Strifes  him. 

Ej/ex.  Confufion  !   what,  a  blow  ! 
Reftrain,  good  Heav'n  !  down,  down,  thou  rebel  paflion, 
And,  judgment,  take  the  reins.     Madam,  'tis  well — 
Ycmr  foldier  falls  degraded. 
His  glory's  tarnim'o,  and  his  fame  undone. 
O,  bounteous  recompence  from  royal  hands  ! 
But  you,  ye  implements,  beware,  beware, 
What  honour  wrong'd,  and  honelt  wrath  caa  aft.  .  •    * 

£  What 
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Q.  What  would  th'  imperious  traitor  do  ?  My  life  -^ 
Beyond  thy  wretched  purpofe  flanks  fecure. 
Go,  learn  at  leifure  what  your  deeds  deferve, 
And  tremble  at  the  vengeance  you  provoke. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Eflex  a;:d  Southampton . 
EJ/ix.  Difgrac'd  and  {truck  !  Damnation  !  Death  were 
Revenge  !  Revenge  !  [glorious. 

;      South.  Alas,  my  friend  !  what  would 
Thy  rage  attempt  ?   Confider  well  the  ri 
Advantage  now  your  rafh,   ung_overn'd  temper 
Afford  your  foes.    The  queen,  incens'd,  will  let 
Their  fury  ioofe. — I  dread  the  dire  event. 

Ejfltx.  Has  honeft  pride  no  juft  refcntmcnl  left? 
'Vor  injur'd  honour  feeling  not  reverse  ! 
High  Heaven  fliall  bear,  and  earth  regret  my  wrong?. 
Hot  indignation  burns  within  my  foul. 
I'll  do  fgme  dreadful  thing— I  know  net  what ; 
Some  deed  as  horrid  as  the  llxamc  I  feel, 
Shall ftartle  nature,  and  alarm  the  world. 
Then  hence,  like  lightning,  let  me  fuiloiu  r!y, 
To  hurl  deftruftion  at  my  ioes  on  high  ; 
Pulldown  opprefiion  from  its  tyrant  feat, 
Redeem  my  glory,  or  embrace  my  fate. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 

Enter  Queen  and  Nottingham. 

T  taken  yet  ! 

__    „      Not.  No,  madam  ;  for  the  earl 
Of  Effex,  leagu'd  with  defperate  friends,  made  ftror«g 
And  obftinate  refiftance  ;  till,  at  length, 
O'erpower'd  by  numbers,  and  increafing  force, 
He  fled  for  Iheker  to  a  fmall  retreat, 
A  fummer-houfe  upon  the  Thames ;  refclv'd 
To  peri fti,  rather  than  fubmit  to  power. 

fj?.  '   O  wretch  detefted  !   O  unheard-of  treafon  ! 
'  Confpire  againJl  my  life,  within  my  view  ! 
'  IVIy  reach  !  fo  near  my  very  palace  gates  !• 

•  B  5  Perfidious 
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'  Perfidious  monfter  ! — What  can  prudence  do, 

'  Or  human  wifdom,  more  than  judge  from  outfidev 

'  And  flattering  likcnefs  ?  Kings  can  fee  no  farther. 

'  HighHeav'n,  alone,  can  read  the  heart,  in  all 

*  Its  utmoft  frauds,  and  myltic  characters.' 

Oh  where  fhall  majefty  bellow  its  favours, 

Since  E/exhas  a  traitor  prov'd  to  me, 

Whofe  arm  hath  rais'd  him  up  to  power  and  greatnefs ; 

Whofe  heart  hath  (har'd  in  all  his  fplendid  triumphs, 

And  feels,  ev'n  now,  his  trait' rons  deeds  with  pity  ? 

But  hence  with  pity,  and  the  woman's  pangs ; 

Refentment  governs,  and  the  queen  mail  punifh. 

Enter  Burleigh. 

Bur.  Ilhiflrious  queen,  the  traitors  all  arc  feiz'd. 
Th'  intelligence  was  true.     Their  black  debates 
Were  held  at  Drury-houfe.     The  dire  refult 
Was  this  :  that  EJfex  fhould  alarm  the  citizens 
To  open  mutiny,  and  bold  rebellion. 
'  On  this  pernicious  errand  went  the  earl, 
'  Join'd  by  his  defp'rate  and  (editions  friends.' 
Their  purpose  was  to  feize  your  royal  palace, 
.      Andfacred  perfon  ;   but  your  faithful  people, 
As  by  one  mind  ir.form'd,  one  zeal  infpir'd, 
Rofe  up  atouce,  ajad  with  their  virtue  quell  d  them. 

^.  Thanks  to  their  honeft,  to  their  loyal  hearts. 
But  fay,  weie  any  perfons  elfe  concern'd, 
Of  high  diftinction,  or  of  noted  rank  ? 

Bur.  Yes,  madam,  many  more,  feduc'd  of  lat?, 
'Mong  whom  the  bold  Southampton  foretnoft  ftands, 
'  Precipitate  and  rafh  ;  whofe  pow'r  tho'  great, 
'  Lags  far  behind  his  will  to  do  you  hurt.' 
They're  now  our  pris'ners,  and  are  fafe  fecur'd ; 
But  E/cx,  with  Southampton,  and  the  reft 
Of  greater  note,  I  would  not  dare  difpofe  of 
Without  your  royal  mandate  ;  and  they  now 
Attend  without,  to  know  your  final  pleafure. 

*£.  Is  this,  the  juft  return  of  all  my  care ; 
My  anxious  toilfbme  days,  and  watchful  nights  ? 
Have  I  fent  forth  a  wiih,  that  went  not  freighted 
With  all  my  people's  good  ?  Or,  have  I  life, 
Or  length  of  days  dcfir'd,  but  for  their  fake  ? 
The  public  good  is  all  my  private  carei 

•  Have 
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Have  I  not  ever  thought  the  meaneft  fubject, 

Opprefb'd  byjiower,  was,  in  his  juft  complaint, 

Above  a  king"?  What  Brltijb  bofom  has         -'d  lO   ' 

By  foreign  tyranny  beeii  gricv'd,  \vhofe  wrongs 

I  have  not  fcJt  as  mine,  as  mine  redrefs'd  ? 

Or  have  I,  juftly,  made  a  fingle  man 

My  foe  ?'  Then  could  I  think  this  grateful  ifle 

Contain'd  one  traitor's  heart?  But,  leaft  of  all, 

That  Ejfex'  breaft  ftiould  lodge  it  ?  Call  the  monfter, 

And  let  me  meet  this  rebel,  face  to  face. 

Do  you  withdraw,  and  wait  within  our  call. 

[Exit  Barleigh,  Sec. 
Enter  Eflex. 

Yo«  fee  we  dare  abide  your  dang'rous  prefence,  • 

Tho'  treafon  fits  within  your  heart  enthron'd, 

And  on  that  brow  rebellion  lours,  where  onc« 

Such  bc;i!h'd  loyalty  was  faid  to  flourifh. 

How  low  the  traitor  can  degrade  the  foldicr  ! 

Guilt  glares  in  confcious  dye  upon  thy  cheek, 

And  inward  horror  trembles  in  thine  eye. 

How  mean  is  fraud  !  How  bafe  ingratitude  ! 
EJfcx  Forbear  reproach,  thou  injur'd  majefty, 

Nor  wound,  with  piercing  looks,  a  heart  already 

With  anguifh  torn,   r.nd  hiding  with  remorle. 

Your  awful  looks,  alone,  arearm'd  with  death, 

And  juftice  gives  them  terror. 
<£.  Haplefs  man  ! 

What  caufe  could  prompt,  what  fiend  could  urge  thee  en 

To  this  deteited  deed  ?  Could  I  from  thee 

Expeft  to  meet  this  bafe  return  ?  from  thee, 

To  whom  T  ought  to  fly,  with  all  the  confidence 

That  giving  bounty  ever  could  infpir?, 

Or  feeming  gratitude  and  worth  coukl  promife  ? 

EJfcx,  Alas  !  1  own  my  crimes,  and  feel  my  treafons; 

They  prefs  me  down  beneath  the  reach  of  pity. 

Defpair  alone  c.in  Ihield  me  from  myfelf. 

Oh  let  the  little  fpace  I  live  be  curs'd 

With  countlels  woes ;  let  death,  unpitied,  come  ; 

'   My  name  be  mention'd  with  the  utmoft  fcorn,1 

If  all  my  life  can  feel,  or  fame  can  fuffer, 

Can  lerve  to  mitigate  my  queen's  difpleafure, 
i^  My  pride  forbids  me  to  approach  thee  more  ; 

My 
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My  pity,  rather,  would  relieve  thy  forrow. 
'  I  fee  conviclion,  and  fevere  reraorfe, 
•  Within  thy  mind  at  work.     But  much  I  fear, 
'  That  death  alone  can  calm  the  raging  conflift.' 
The  people's  clamours,  and  my  fpecial  fafety, 
Call  loud  for  juftice,  and  demand  your  life. 
But  if  forgiveneis  from  an  injur'd  queen 
Can  make  the  few  fhort  hours  you  live  more  eafy, 
I  give  it  freely  from  my  pitying  heart ; 
And  wiih  my  willing  power  could  grant  thee  more. 
EJfex.  O  founds  angelic  !  goodnefs  und  eferv'd  ! 
My  iwelling  heart  can  keep  no  bounds,  my  foul 
Flows  o'er. — And  will  my  gracious  queen  forgive  me  ? 
Oh,  let  me  proftrate  thus  before  you  fall, 
My  better  angel,  and  my  guardian  genius  ! 
Permit  me,  royal  miftrefs,  to  announce 
My  faithful  fentiments,  my  foul's  true  didates ; 
Vouchafe  your  EJfex  but  this  one  requeft, 
This  only  boon,  he'll  thank  you  with  his  laft, 
His  dying  breath,  and  blefs  you  in  his  pafiage. 

£.  Rife,  my  lord. 
If  aught  you  have  to  offer  can  allay 
Your  woes,  and  reconcile  you  to  your  fate, 
Proceed  ; — and  I  with  patient  ear  will  liilen. 

EJfex.  My  real  errors,  and  my  feeming  crimes 
Would  weary  mercy,  and  make  goodneis  poor  ;jjoi^  '*J 
And  yet  the  fource  of  all  my  greateit  faults 
Was  loyalty  mifled,  and  duty  in  extreme. 
Sojealous  was  my  fanguine  heart,  fo  warm 
Affeftion's  zeal,  I  could  not  bear  the  lealk 
Sufpicion  of  my  duty  to  my  queen. 
This  drove  me  from  my  high  command  in  Ireland  \ 
This,  too,  impell'd  me  to  that  rude  behaviour 
Which  juftly  urg'd  themameful  blow  I  felt ; 
And  this  (O  fatal rafhncfs  !)  made  me  think 
My  queen  had  given  her  EJfex  up,  a  viftim 
To  ftatefmen's  fchemes,  and  wicked  policy. 
Stung  by  that  piercing  thought,  my  madnefs  flew 
Beyond  all  bounds,  and  now,  alas  !  has  brought  me 
To  this  moft  fhameful  fall ;  and,  what's  Hill  worfe, 
^y  own  reproaches,  and  my  queen's  difpkafor»w 
.1S9V/:-  - 
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4£.  Unhappy  man !  my  yielding  foul  is  touch'd, 
And  pity  pleads  thy  caufe  within  my  breaft. 

FJfex.  Say  but,  my  gracious  feu'ereign,  ere  I  go 
For  ever  from  your  pretence,  that  you  think  me 
Guiltlefsof  all  attempts  againit  your  throne, 
And  facrcd  life.     Your  faithful  EJJex  ne'er 
Could  harbour  ia  his  breaft  fo  foul  a  thought. 
^Beliew  it  not,  my  queen.     By  Heav'n,   I  Avear, 
When  in  my  higheft  pitch  of  glory  rais'd, 
The  fplendid  noon  of  fortune's  brighteft  fun-mine. 
Not  ages  of  renown  could  yield  me  half 
The  joy,  nor  make  my  life  fo  greatly  blelt, 
As  faving  yours,  tho'  for  a  fmgle  hour. 

££.  My  lord,   I  think  you  honeft.     Nay,  I  own, 
Whatever  coldnefs  I  put  on,  was  meant 
To  fave  you  from  the  malice  of  your  foes. 
I  judg'd  your  crimes,  what  you  yourfclf  pronounc'd  'em, 
The  rafh  effeft  of  an  intemp'rate  zeal. 

E/ex.  Was  ever  wretch  like  EJJex  thus  undone 
By  goodnefs  in  excefs,  and  lavilh'd  grace  ! 
Oji,  I  could  tear  my  erring  heart,  v.ith  thefe 
Revenging  hands  ! — What  bleilings  have  I  loft  ! 
What  clemency  abus'd  ! — Now  could  I  wifh 
For  lengthen'd  life, — indeed  for  endlefs  years. 
A  whole  eternity's  too  ftiort,  to  mew 
My  pious  forrows,  and  atone  my  folly. 

<£.   '  Too  well  the  paflage  to  my  heart  he  finds ; 
'And  pity's  hand  lets  in  the  dangerous  gueft. 
4  How  weak  is  reafon,  when  oppos'd  to  nature  !  \_Afitlt,* 
My  lord,  I  would  convince  you  that  I  ilill 
Regard  your  life,  and  labour  to  preferve  it ; 
But  cannot  fcreen  you  from  a  public  trial. 
With  prudence  make  your  befl  defence:   but  mould 
Severity  her  iron  jurifdiftion 
Extend  too  far,  and  give  thee  upcondemn'd 
To  angry  laws,  thy  queen  will  not  forget  thee. 
Yet,  left  you  then  ihou'd  want  a  faithful  friend, 
(For  friends  will  fly  you  in  the  time  of  need) 
Here,  from  my  nnger,  take  this  ring,  a  pledge 
Of  mercy  ;  having  this,  you  ne'er  mall  need 
An  advocate  with  me  ;  for  whenfoe'er 
You  give,  or  fend  it  back,  by  Heav'n,  I  fwear, 
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As  I  do  hope  for  mercy  on  my  foul, 
That  I  wilt  gr?.nt  whatever  boon  yon  afk. 

EJjex.   O  grace  furprizing!  moil  amazing  goodaefc  ! 
Words  cannot  paint  the  tranfports  of  my  foul. 
Let  me  receive  it  on  my  grateful  knees, 
At  once  to  thank  and  blefs  the  hand  that  gives  it. 

Q  Depend,  my  lord,    on  this  ;  'twixt  you  and  me 
This  ring  fhall  be  a  private  mark  of  faith  [Gives  the  ring. 
Inviolate.     Be  confident,  chear  up, 
Di'fpel  each  melancholy  fear,  and  truft 
Your  fovcreign's  promife  ;  {he  will  ne'er  forfake  you. 

EJjex.  Let  Providence  difpofe  my  lot  as  'twill, 
May  xvatchful  angels  ever  guard  my  queen  ; 
May  healing  wifdom  in  her  counfels  reign, 
And  firm  fidelity  furround  her  throne  ; 
May  viclory  her  dreaded  banners  bear, 
'  And  joyful  con  quefts  crown  her  foldier's  brow  ; 
Let  every  b'.ifs  be  mingled  in  her  cup, 
And  Heaven  at  laft  become  her  great  reward.      [Exit. 

<£.  'Tis  done ; 

"And  yet  foreboding  tremors  fh.ike  my  heart. 
Something  fits  heavy  here,  and  preffes  down 
My  fpirits  with  its  weight.     What  can  it  mean  ? 
Suppofc  iie  is  condemn'd  ;  my  royal  word 
Is  plighted  for  his  life  ;  his  enemies, 
No  doubt,  will  cenfure  much. — No  matter;  let  'em. 
I  know  him  honeft,  and  defpife  their  malice.' 
''  Unhappy  ftate,  where  mercy  and  companion 

•  Too  often  meet  with  clamour  and  reproach  ! 
«  But  princes  muft  endure,  for  public  good, 

«  The  narrow  cenfures  of  mifguiding  crowds.* 
Enter  Count  efs  of  Rutland. 

'Rut.  Where  is  the  queen  ?  I'll  fall  before  her  feet 
Proftrate,  implcre,  befiege  her  royal  heart, 
And  force  her  to  forgive. 

<£.  What  means  this  frenzy  ? 

Rut.  O  gracious  queen,  if  ever  pity  touch'd 
Your  generous  brealt,  let  not  the  cruel  axe 
Deftrdy  his  precious  life;  prefcrve  my  Efox, 

•  Prefcrve,  from  ihameful  death,  the  noble,  teydl, 
'  Oh  favc  the  brave,  the  beft  of  fubjetls. — Save' 
My  life,  my  hope,  my  joy,  '  my  all/ my  kuiband. 
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<£_.   Hufband !  what  fudden  deadly  blow  is  thr.  ' 
Hold  up,  my  foul,  nor  fink  beneath  this  wound. 
You  beg  a  traitor's  life  ! 

Ruf.  O  gracious  queen  ! 
He  ever  lov'd — was  ever  faithful,  brave — 
If  nature  dwells  about  yoar  heart,  Oh  fpurn 
Me  not !  My  lord  !  my  love  !  my  hufband  bleeds  ! 

<9.  Take  her  away. 

Rut.  '  I  cannot  let  you  go. 

«  Hold  off  your  hands' — Here  on  this  fpot  I'll  fix, 
Here  lofe  all  fcnfe.     Still  let  me  ftretch  thefe  arms, 
Inexorable  queen,  he  yet  may  live. 
Oh  give  him  to  my  poor  affli&ed  heart ! 
One  pitying  look,  to  fave  me  from  diftratflion. 

j£.  I'll  hear  no  more.     I'm  tortur'd — take  her  hence. 

Rut.  Nay,  force  me  not  away. — Inhuman  wretche*  ! 
O  mercy,  mercy  1  then  to  thee,  good  Heav'n, 
(My  queen,  my  cruel  queen,  derues  to  hear  me) 
To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  for  mercy  bend. 
Melt  down  her  bofom's  frozen  fenfe  to  feel 
Some  portion  of  my  deadly  grief,  my  fell 
Diltraction.     Turn,  O  turn,  and  fee  a  wife, 
A  tortur'd  wife — . 

<?.  Why  am  I  notobey'd? 

Rut.  Nay,  do  not  thus 
Abandon  me  to  fell  defpair.     Jult  Heaven, 
That  fees  my  forrows,  will  avenge  the  wrong. 
This  cruel  wrong,  this  barbarous  tyranny.      [Fcreed cjf. 

Q.  Wedded  to  Rutland  /  Moft  unhappy  pair  ! 
And,  O  ill  fated  queen  !  never  till  now 
Did  forrow  fettle  in  my  heart  its  throne. 
Now  black  defpair  its  cloudy  curtain  draws 
Around  thy  fctting  peace,  where  joy,  alas! 
No  more  mall  dawn,  nor  fmiling  hope  return. 
Recall  my  pledge  of  fafety  from  his  hands, 
And  give  him  up  to  death  ! — But  life  or  death. 
To  me  is  equal  now.     '  Diftraclion  dwells 
'  Within  my  tortur'd  foul,  and  furies  rend  it.' 
Unhappy  ftate,  where  peace  mall  never  come  ! 
One  fatal  moment  has  confirm'd  my  doom, 
Turn'd  all  my  comfort  to  inteitine  itrife, 
And  fill'd  with  mortal  pangs,  my  future  life.        [Exit. 

ACT 
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Enter  Raleigh,  and  Lieutenant  ef  the  Toiver. 

Ral.  npHEIR  peers,    with    much   indulgence,  heard 

-L  their  plea, 

And  gave  them  ample  fcope  for  their  defence  ; 
But  nought  avail'd,  their  crimes  were  too  notorious. 
They  bore  their  fentence  with  becoming  fpirit  ; 
And  here's  the  royal  mandate  for  their  deaths. — 
The  lady  Nottingham  ! — What  brings  her  hither? 

Enter  Lady  Nottingham. 
Not.  Lieutenant,  lead  me  to  the  earl  of  E/ex, 
I  bring  a  meflage  to  him'from  the  queen. 

Lieu.  He's   with  his  friend,  the  brave  Southampton^ 

<     m^dam, 

Preparing  now  for  his  expe&ed  fate. 
But  I'll  acquaint  his  lordfhip  with  your  plcafure.    [Exit. 
RaL  What  means  this  mefTage  ?  Does  the  queen  re- 

-  lent  ? 

Not.  I  fear  me  does  :  *  for  fuch  a  war  of  paffions, 
Such  varying  tumults  never  ftrove  within 
Her  bread  till  now.     Sometimes  me  rails  at  EJ/ext 
And  calls  him  villain,  trailer,  dooms  him  dead  j 
Yet,  in  a  moment,  tarns -again  to  pity. 
At  length  me  fent  me  to  th'  ungrateful  earl, 
To  learn,  if  he  could  'offer  aught  that  might 
Induce  her  royal  mercy  to  forgtvenefs.' 
Go  you  to  court,  for  Cecil  there  expefts  you. 
I've  promis'd  to  acquaint  him  with  what  paries 
'Twixt  me  and  Ej/rx  e'er  I  fee  the  queen, 

Ral.   Madam,  I  go.  [Exit. 

Not.  Now,  vengeance,  fteel  my  heart ! 
Offended  woman,  whilft  her  pride  remains, 
To  malice  only  and  revenge  will  bow; 
And  every  virtue  at  that  altar  facrifice. 
But  fee,  he  comes,  with  manly  forrow  clad. 
There  was  a  time,  that  prefence  cou'd  fubdue 
My  pride,  and  melt  my  heart  to  gentle  pity. 
J  then  could  'find-no  joy  but  in  his  fmil-cs  ; 
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And  thought  him  lovely  as  the  Cummer's  bloom  : 
But  all  his  beauties  are  now  hateful  grown. 

Eater  Eflex. 

EJJex.  Whether  you  bring  me  death  or  life  I  know  not. 
But,  it"  ftvicl  friendihip  and  remembrance  p.. 
May  aught  prefnge  to  my  afflifted  heart, 
Sure  mercy  only,  from  thole  lips  fnould  flow, 
And  grace  be  uttcr'd  from  that  friendly  tongiit. 

AW.   My  lord,  I'm  glad  you  thiuk  rne  full  your  h  ien*i. 
I  come  not  to  upLraid  but  ierve  you  no*' ; 
And  pleas'd  I  r.m  to  be  the  mefienger 
Of  fuch  glad  tidings,  in  the  day  of  trouble, 
As  now  I  bring  you.     When  the  queen  had  heard 
That  by  the  lords  you  were  condemned  to  die, 
She  fent  me,  in  her  mercy,  here  to  know 
If  you  had  aoght  to  offer  that  might  move 
Her  royal  clemency  to  fpare  your  life. 

L*Jj!)<.   Could  any  circum (lance  new  Uiftre  add 
To  my  dread  foveieign's  goodnefs,  'tis  the  making    i 
The  kind,  the  generous  Nuttingbam  its  meffcnger. 
O  madam  !  cou'd  my  glowing  heart  exprefs 
It's  grateful  fentiments,  'twou'd  fpeak  fuch  language 
AS  angels  utter,  when  they  praife  their  maker, 

Not.  'Tis  well,  my  lord  ;  out  there's  no  time  to  fpare, 
The  queen  impatient  waits  for  my  return. 

EJj'ex*  My  heart  was  wifhing  for  fome  faithful  friend, 
And  bounteous  Heav'n  hath  fent  thee  to  ray  hopes. 
Know  then,  kind  Nottingham,  for  now  I'll  trull 
Thee  with  the  deareft  fecret  of  my  life, 
'Tis  not  long  fince  the  queen  (who  well  forefaw 
To  what  the  malice  of  my  foes  v/ou'd  drive  me) 
Gave  me  this  ring,  this  facred  piedge  of  mercy  j 
And  with  it,  made  a  folemn  vow  to  Heay'n, 
That,  whenfoever  I  mould  give  or  fend 
It  back  again,  (he'd  freely  grant  wh ate' er 
Requeft  I  then  mou'd  make. 

Not.  Give,  give  it  me, 

My  lord,  and  let  me  fly  on  friendmip's  wings, 
To  bear  it  to  the  queen,  and  to  it  add 
My  prayers  and  influence  to  preferve  thy  life.  ; 

EJJex.  O  take  it  then — it  is  the  pledge  of  life, 
The  precious  fpring  that  dxivei  my  vital  ftream 

Aroun^ 
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Around, 'and  keeps  my  heart  ftill  warm:  <  it  is 
'  The  door  of  breath,  the  hope  of  joy,  the  fhield 
'  Of  frieadfliip' — Qh,  it  is  my  ckar  bouikamptcn's 
Laft,  laft  remaining  (lay,  his  thread  of  being, 
Which  more  than  words  I  prize. — O  take  it  then, 
Take  it,  thou  guardian  angel  cf  my  life, 
And  offer  up  the  incenfe  of  my  pray'r  ! 
Oh  beg,  intreat,  implore  her  majefty, 
From  public  fname,  and  ignominious  death, 
And  from  th'  obdurate  axe,  to  fave  my  friend. 

Net.  My  lord,  \vith  all  the  powers  that  nature  gave, 
And  friend(hip  can  infpire,  I'll  urge  the  queen 
To  grant  you  your  requeil. 

EJ/ex.  Kind  Nottingham, 
Your  pious  offices  fhall  ever  be 
My  fervent  theme :  and  if  my  doubtful  fpaa 
Relenting  Heav'n  mould  ftretch  to  years  remote, 
Each  paffing  hour  (hall  ilill  remind  my  thoughts, 
And  tell  me  that  I  owe  my  all  to  thee. 
My  friend  fhall  thank  you  too  for  lengthen'd  life. 
And  now  I  fly  with  comfort  to  his  arms, 
To  let  him  know  the  mercy  that  you  bring.          [Exit* 

'  JVo/.-Yes,  you  fhall  feel  my  friendihip's  weight  fall 

heavy 

*  Upon  your  guilty  foul,  ungrateful  man  ! 
'  Yourfalfe,  difdainful  heart  fhall  pay  the  fine 
'  Of  love  negle&ed,  and  of  beauty  fcorn'd.' 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  Court. 

Enter  Queen  and  Burleigh. 
£\  jHa  !  is  not  Nottingham  return'd  ? 
Eur.  'No,  madam. 
Q.  Difpatch  a  fpcedy  mefTenger  to  hade  her. 

[£.v.;/.  Burl, 

My  agitated  heart  can  find  no  reft. 
So  near  the  brink  of  fate — unhappy  man! 

Enter  Nottingham. 

How  now,  my  Nottingham,  what  news  from  Efex  ? 
What  fays  the  earl  ? 

Not.  I  wilh,  with  all  my  foul,  bum  well. 

Th'  ungrateful  tafk  had  been  another  s  lot. 
1  ilread  to  tell  it — Loft,  ill-fated  man  ! 

j.  What 
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.«;>.  What  means  this  myflery,  this  ftrange  behaviour  ? 
Pronounce— declare  at  once  ;  what  faid  the  earl? 

Nr.t.    Alr>s,  mv  queen,  I  fear  to  fay;  his  mind 
Is  in  the  rtrnngeft  mood,  that  ever  pride 
On  blackeft  thoughts  begot.     He  fcarce  would  fpeak; 
And  when  he  did,   it  was  with  fullennefs, 
With  hafty  tone,  and  dov/n-caft  look. 

Ji^.   Amazing  ! 

Not  feel  the  terrors  of  approaching  de~th  ! 
Nor  yet  tH.e  joyful  dawn  of  promis'd  life ! 

X  t.  He  rather  feem'd  infenfible  to  both, 
And  with  a  cold  indifference  heard  your  offer  ; 
Till  warming  up,  by  flow  degrees,   refentment 
Began  to  fwellhis  reftlefs,  haughty  mind, 
And  proud  difdain  provok'd  him  to  exclaim 
Aloud,  againit  the  partial  power  of  fortune, 
And  faction's  rage.     I  begg'd  him  to  confider 
His  fad  condition,  nor  repulfe  with  fcorn 
The  only  hand  that  could  preferve  him. 

£.  Ha! 

What !   Said  he  nothing  of  a  private  import  ? 
No  circumftance — no  pledge— no  ring  ? 

Not.  None,  madam, 

But  with  contemptuous  front  difclaim'd  at  once 
Your  proffer'd  grace  ;  and  fcorn'd,  he  faid,  a  H0» 
Upon  fuch  terms  beflow'd 

•j^.  Impoffible! 

Couid  EJ/ex  treat  me  thus  ?  You  bafely  wrong  him, 
And  wreil  his  meaning  from  the  purpos'd  point. 
Recall  betimes  the  horrid  words  you've  utter'd  ; 
Confefs,  and  own  the  whole  you've  faid  was  falfe. 

Not'.   Madam,  by  truth,  and  duty  both  compell'd, 
Againft  the  pleadings  of  my  pitying  foul, 
1  mult  declare  (Heav'n  knows  with  what  reluctance) 
That  never  pride  infuked  mercy  more. 
He  ran  o'er  nil  the  dangers  he  had  paft  ; 
His  mighty  deeds  ;  his  fervice  to  the  Mate  ; 
Ac«ts'd.your  majefty  of  partial  leaning 
To  favourite  lords,  to  whom  he  falls  a  facriiice; 
Appeals  to  juftice,  and  to  future  times, 
How  much  he  feels  from  proud  opprefficn's  arm  : 

N^r, 
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Nay,  fomething  too  he  darkly  hinted  at, 
Of  jealous  difappointment,  and  revenge. 

4>.  Eternal  filence  feal  thy  ve.iom'd  lips  » 
What  haft  thou  utter'd,  wretch,  to  rouze  at  once 
A  whirlwind  in  my  foul,  which  roots  up  pity, 
And  deftroys  my  peace  : 

«  Ha!  he  defies  me  then  !   audacious  traitor!' 
Let  him  this  inftant  to  the  block  be  led. 
Upbraid  me  with  my  fatal  fcndnefs  for  him  ! 
Ungrateful,  barbarous  ruffian  !  O  Eli-zabetl  f 
Remember  now  thy  long  eilablifh'd  fame, 
Thy  envy'd  glory,  and  thy  father's  fpirit. 
Accufe  me  of  injuitice  too,  and  cruelty  ! 
Yes,  I'll  this  inltant  to  the  Tower,  forget 
My  regal  ftate,  and  to  his  f;  ce  confront  him  r 
Confound  th'  audacious  villain  with  my  prcicncc, 
And  add  new  terrors  to  th1  up-lifted  axe.  [£#//• 

S  C  E  NE,  the  Tf 


Eflex  and  Southampton  difcoiiered, 
EJfix.  Oh  name  it  not  !  my  friend  fhall  live,  he  fhall  j 
I  know  her  royal  mercy,  and  her  goodnefs. 
Will  give  you  back  to  life,  to  length  of  days, 
And  me  to  honour,  loyalty,  and  truth. 
Death  -is  ftill  diftant  far. 

South.  In  life's  firft  fpring 
Our  green  affections  grew  apace  and  profper'd  j 
The  genial  fumraer  fwell'd  our  joyful  hearts, 
To  meet  and  mix  each  growing  fruitful  wiftu 
We're  now  embark'd  upon  that  ftormy  flood 
Where  all  the  wife  and  brave  are  gone  before  us, 
Ere  fince  the  birth  of  time,  to  meet  eternity. 
And  what  is  death,  did  we  confider  right  ? 
Shall,  we,  who  fought  him  in  the  paths  of  terror, 
And  fac'd  him  in  the  dreadful  walks  of  war, 
Shall  we  aftoniuYd  flirink  like  frighted  infants, 
And  ftart  at  fcaffblds,  and  their  gloomy  trappings? 

EJ/ex.  Yet,  Hill  I  truft  long  years  remain  ot  friendship* 
Let  fmiling  hope  drive  doubt  and  fear  away, 
And  death  be  banifh'dfar;  where  creeping  age, 
Dileaie  and  care,  invice  hkn  to  their  dwelling. 

I  feel 
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I  feel  aflurance  rife  within  my  breaft, 
That  all  will  yet  be  well. 

Soutb.  Count  not  on  hope — 
We  never  can  take  leave,  my  friend,  of  life, 
On  nobler  terms.     Life  !  what  is  life?  A  fhadow  ! 
Its  date  is  but  th'  immediate  breath  we  draw  ; 
Nor  have  we  furct-y  for  a  fecond  gale ; 
Ten  thoufand  accidents  in  ambulh  lie 
For  the  embody 'd  dream. 
A  frail  and  fickle  tenement  it  is, 
Which,  like  the  brittle  glafs  that  meafures  time, 
Is  often  broke,  ere  half  its  lands  are  run. 

Effex.  Such  cold  philofophy  the  heart  difdains, 
And  friendihip  mndders  at  the  moral  tale. 
My  friend,  the  fearful  precipice  is  pall, 
And  danger  dare  not  meet  us  more.     Fly  fwift, 
Ye  better  angels,  waft  the  welcome  tidings 
Of  pardon  to  my  friend;  of  life  and  joy. 
Enter  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  I  grieve  to  be  the  meflenger  of  woe, 
But  mult,  my  lords,  intreat  you  to  prepare 
For  inftant  death.     Here  is  the  royal  mandate 
That  orders  your  immediate  execution. 

Efex.  Immediate  execution  ! — What,  fo  fudden  ! 
No  mefiuge  from  the  queen,  or  Nottingham  ? 

Lieu.   None,  fir. 

EJj'ex.  Deluded  hopes  !  OJi  worfe  than  death  ! 
Perhdious  queen,  to  make  a  mock  of  life  ! 
My  friend,  my  friend  deftroy'd  !  O  piercing  thought ! 
O  difmal  chance — In  my  deftruclion  ruin'd  ! 
In  my  fad  fall  undone  !  Why  could  not  mine, 
My  life  atone  for  both  ;  my  blood  appeafe  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  forgive  me? 

South.  Yes,  O  yes, 

My  bofom's  better  half,  I  can.     With  thee 
I'll  gladly  feek  the  coaft  unknown,  and  leare 
The  leffening  mark  of  irkfome  life  behind. 
With  thce,  my  friend,  'tis  joy  to  die!  'tis  glory; 
For  who  would  wait  the  tardy  ftroke  of  time. 
Or  cling,  like  reptiles,  to  the  verge  of  being, 
When  v-e  can  bravely  leap  from  life  at  once, 
And  fpring  triumphant  in  a  friend's  embrace ! 

Enter 
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sog  -;   £*te>-  Raleigh. 

£*/.  To  you,  my  lord  Southampton,  from  the  queen 
A  pardon  comes  :  your  life  her  mercy  fpares.       [£*•//. 

EJ/ex.  For  ever  bleit  be  that  indulgent  pov/er 
Which  iaves  my  friend.  This  weight  ta'en  off,  my  foul 
Shtill  upward  fpring,  and  mingle  with  the  bleil. 

South.  All-ruling  heavens,   can  this,  can  this  be  juft? 
Snpport  me  ;  hold,    ye  ftraining  heart-ftrings,  hold, 
And  keep  my  finking  frame  from  difiblutioa. 
Oh  'tis  too  much  for  mortal  Hrength  to  bear, 
Or  thought  to  fuffer  !  No,  I'll  die  with.  thee. 
They  (hall  not  part  us,  E/cx. 

EJJex.  Live,  O  live, 

Thou  nobleft,   braveft,  beft  of  men  and  friends, 
Whilft  life  is  worth  thy  wiih,  rill  time  and  thou 
Agree  te  part,   and  nature  fend  thee  to  me  ; 
Thou  gen'rous  foul,  farewel ; — live  and  be  happy  ; 
And,  Oh  !  may  life  make  largely  up  to  thee 
Whatever  bleffing  fate  has  thus  cut  off 
From  thy  departing  friend. 

Lieu.  My  lord,  my  warrant 
Stiiftly  forbids  to  grant  a  moment's  time. 

South.  Oh,  muft  we  part  for  ever  r-r—  Cruel  fortune  ! 
Wilt  thou  then  tear  him  hence  r — '  Severe  divorce  !' 
Let  me  cling  round  thy  facred  perfon  itill, 
Still  clafp  thee  to  my  bofoin  clofe,  and  keep 
Stern  fate  at  diitance. 

EJfex.  O  my  friend,  we'll  meet 
Again  where  virtue  finds  a  juft  reward, 
Where  faftious  malice  never  more  can  reach  us. 
Recall  thy  reafon,  be  thyfelf  once  more. — 
I  fear  it  not. — This  hideous  monfler,  death, 
When  feen  at  diltance,  fiiocks  weak  nature's  eyftj  • 
But  reafon,  as  it  draws  more  near,  defies  it.— — 
I  thank  thy  forrows,  but  cou'd  fpare  'em  now. 
I  need  not  bid  thee  guard  my  fame  from  wrongs ; 
And,  Oh !    a  dearer  treafure  to  thy  care 
I  trui,  than  either  life  or  fame — my  wife.         -...{£ 
Her  bitter  forrows,  pierce  my  foul ;   for  her 
My  heart  drops  blood  !— -Oh,   ihe  will  want  a  friend. 
Then  take  her  to  thy  care  ;  do  thou  pour  balm 
On  her  deep«-wounded  fpirit,  and  let  her  find 

-My 
3 
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My  tender  helps  in  thee. — I  muit  he  gone, 
My  ever  faithful,  and  my  g.iliant  friend. — 
1  pr'ythee  leave  this  woman's  work. — Farewel — 
Take  this  kft,  dear  embrace. — i' arewel  for  ever  ! 

South.  My  burfting  breail ! — I  fain  would  fpeak,  but 

Arc  poor Farewel  ! —  [words 

But  we  (hall  meet  again,  embrace  in  one 

Eternal  br.nd,  which  never  mall  be  loos'd.  [Exit. 

EJ/'c:c.  To  death's  concluding  fl.roke,  lead  on,  lieute- 
My  wife  !— -  Now  real  on,  fortitude,  Support  me  ;  [nant. 
For  now,  indeed,  comes  on  my  fore  it  trial. 

Enter  Canute/}  cf  Rutland. 
O  thou  laft,  dear  referve  of  fortune's  malice  ! 
For  fate  can  add  no  more — O  com 'ft  thou  then 
In  this  dread  hour,  when  all  my  ftraining  thoughts 
Are  ftruggling  in  the  tendered  ties  of  nature  ! 

0  com'it.  thou  now  t'arreft  my  parting  fotii, 
And  force  it  back  to  life  ! 

Rut.  Thou  fole  delight, 
Thou  only  joy  which  life  cou'd  ever  give, 
Or  death  deprive  me  of;    my  wedded  lord  ; 

1  come,  with  thee  determin'd  to  endure 
The  utmoit  rigour  of  our  angry  ftan,  ; 

To  join  thee,  fearlefs,  inthegrafpof  death, 
And  feek  fome  dwelling  in  a  world  beyond  it. 

EJ/ex.  Too  much,  thou  partner  of  this  difmal  hour. 
Thy  gen'rous  foul  would  prompt  thee  to  endure  ; 
Nor  can  thy  tender,  trembling  heart  fuftain  it. 
Long  years  of  blifs  remain  in  ftore  for  thee  ; 
And"  fmiling  Time  his  treasures  lhall  unfold 
To  bribe  thy  flay. 

Rut.  Thou  cruel  comforter! 
Alas  !  v/hat's  life,  what's  hated  life  to  me  ? 
'  Can  aught  beneath  this  Harry  hemifphere, 
'  Which  earth's  extent,  and  nature's  wealth  can  yield, 
*  Which  proud  ambition  ftretches  to  enjoy, 
'  Or  pailion  pants  for,  reccmpenfe  thy  lofs  r* 
Alas!  this  ur.iverfe,  this  goodly  frame, 
Shall  dl  as  one  continued  curie  appear, 
And  every  objec\  blaft,  when  thou  art  gone. 

E/ex.  O  ilrain  not  thus  the  little  llrcngth  I've  left, 
The  weak  fuppcrt  that  holds  up  life,  to  bear 

A  few 
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A  few  fhort  moments  more,  its  weight  of  woe, 
Its  lofs  of  thee.     On  turn  away  thofe  eyes, 
Nor  with  that  look  melt  down  my  £x'd  reiolve  ; 
And  yet  a  little  longer  let  me  gaze 
On  that  lov'd  form.     Alas !  lYeel  my  fight 
Grows  dim,  and  reafoa  from  her  throne  retires; 
For  pity's  fake,  let  go  my  breaking  heart, 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Rut.  Why  wilt  thou  ftill 
Of  parting  talk,  fince  hfe  its  thoufand  gates 
Unbars  to  let  us  through  together  ?  '  Death 
'  Is  but  aflep  that  reaches  to  eternity.' 
Oh  that  the  friendly  hand  of  Heav'n  wou'd  fnatch 
Us  both  at  once,  above  the  diftant  flars, 
Where  fortune's  venom'd  fhafts  can  never  pierce, 
Nor  cruel  queens  deftroy  1 — '  Nay,   look  not  fo.' 

EJ/ex.  The  awful  fearcher,  whofe  impartial  eye 
Explores  the  fecrets  of  each  human  heart, 
And  every  thought  furveys,   can  witnefs  for  me, 
How  clofe  thy  image  clings  around  my  foul : 
Retards  each  rifing  vvifa,  and  draws  me  back 
To  life,    entangled  by  that  lov'd  idea. 
When  fell  neceinty  thofe  ties  {hall  break, 

For  quickly  break  they  mult when  I  from  earth 

On  faith's  white  angel  wings  to  Heaven  mall  foar, 
Thy  laliing  form  mall  ftill  my  mind  pcfiefs, 
Where  blifs  fupreme  each  faculty  o'envhclms, 
And  raptur'd  angels  glow. 

Lieu.  My  lord,   '  the  time 
'  Too  far  is  ftretch'd  j'  it  now  grows  late. 

EJ/ex.  Lead  on. 

Rut.  Stay,  Itay,  my  love !  my  deareft,  dying  lord  ! 
Ah,  whither  wouldft  thou  go  ?   Ah,  do  not  leave -me  ! 
Alas  !  I'll  hafien  to  attend  your  flight ; 
And  nature  gives  confent  we  mould  not  part. 
I  feel  each  faculty  for  fate  prepare, 
And  my  quick  foul  wou'd  fain  fet  out  before  you. 
'Oh,   precious  pangs  ! — Oh,  dear  diftrefs  ! — ftill  clofer 
1  To  thy  quick  throbbing  heart  let  mine  complain, 
'  And  oil  thy  labouring  bo  fom  breathe  my.laft.'  [Faints, 

EJex.  Thou  finking  excellence !  thou  matchleii  \vo- 

Shall  fortune  rob  me  of  thy  dear  embrace,  [man ! 

2  Or 
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Or  earth's  whole  power,  or  death  divide  us  now  ! 
Stay,    Hay,    them  fpotlefs,    ir.jur'd  faint,   and  take 

ls.;ru.  My  lord,   already  you  have  been  indulg'd 
Beyond  what  I  can  warrant  by  my  orders. 

'Ef^cx.   Oh,   let  me  on  her  dying  bofom  fall, 
Embrace  her  fpotlefs  form. — One  moment  more 

Afford  me  to  my  forrows. Oh,   look  there  ! 

Cou'd  bitter  anguiih  pierce  your  heart,   like  mine, 
You'd  pity  now  the  mortal  pangs  I  feel, 
The  throbi  that  tear  my- vital  firings  away, 
And  rend  my  agonizing  foul. 

L leu .  My  lord  ! 

-.-.   Li. :  rr.e  fhort  moment,   and  I  will  attend. 
Ye  lacred  miniilers  that  virtue  guard, 
And  fhield  the  righteous  in  the  paths  of  peril, 
Reitore  her  back  to  life,  and  lengthen 'd  years 
Of  joy  ;   dry  up  her  bleeding  forrows.all  : 
Oh,   cancel  from  her  thoughts  thisdifmal  hour, 
And  blot  my  image  from  her  fud  remembrance. 

'Tis  done. 

And  now,  ye  trembling' cords  of  life,  give  way  : 
Nature  and  time,  let  go  your  hold  :   eternity 
Demands  me.  [Exeunt  EfTex  and  Lieutenant 

'  I'.'o-r.:,:.  She  returns  to  life,  fee  !    help  !'  ' 

Rut.  Where  has  mv  loft,  benighted  foul  been'.vand'ring*- 
What  mcaas  this  mill  that  hangs  about  my  mind  ? 
Through  which  reflection's  painful  eye  difcerns 
Iinperfecl  forms,    and  horrid  mapes  of  woe. 
The  cloud  difpels,.  the  (hades  withdraw,    and  all 
My  dreadful  fate  appears. — Oh,   where's  my  lord, 
My  life  !    my  EJfcx  .'   Oh,  whithcrhave  they  ta'en  him? 
Enter  t-^tecn  rs</  Attendants, 

£?.  To  execution  !    Fly  with  lightning's  wing, 
And  favehim.     '  Hah!    by  whole  command  was  thii  ? 

*  Stop,   Hop  the  fatal  blow. — My  fears  were  true.' 

[Exit  cr.c  of  the  attendant*. 

Rut.  Thoufavingangel,  fent  from  Hcav'n  !  my  queen, 
My  gracious  queen,  '  be  quick  ! — the  bloody  Burleigb  ' 
'  A  iromen:  may  de'.lroy  him.  Stretch  ihy  arm, 

*  Defend,  defend,'  Oh  fnatch  him  from  the  blow ! 
Prefcrve  im  hufbnnd  !     'O  El'.^abftl  !' 

C  'Look 


«  Look  down.  upon  me.     Angels  move  her  heart 
'To  pity;  fave  him,  fave  him,   gracious  queen.' 
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' 

..  Be  calm,   he  fhall  not  die.     Rile  up.     I  came 
To  fave  his  life.  _  ..noDlb'harJ 

Rut.  'Tis  mercy's  voice  that  fpeaks. 
My  EJ/ix  fhall  again  be  mine.     My  queen 
My  bounteous,   gracious  queen,    has  faid 
May  troops  of  angels  guard  thy  facred  lilc,-rlo  r-mssl  jl 
And,  in  thy  lateit  moments,   waft  thy  fou^-ani^d  riii' 
To  meet  that  mercy,   in  the  realms  of  joy,  bluow  3$  eA 
Which  now  thy  royal  goodnefs  grants  to  me,  -,;(>  ufa  nl 
Enter  Burleigh. 

Bur.  Madam,   your  orders  came,  alas  !  too  late. 
Ere  they  arriv'd  the  axe  had  fallen  on  Effex.  [rac  ? 

Rut.  Ha!  dead!  What  hell  is  this  that  opens  round 
V/hat  fiend  art  thou  that  draws  the  horrid  fcenefjH  j'ti3 
Ah,  Burleigh!  bloody  murd'rer,  where's  my  hufband  ! 

*  Oh,  where's  my  lord,   my  F-J/ex  f 
Deilrudiion  Ce'izc  and  madnefs  rend  my  brain, 
See,  fee,  they  bend  him  to  the  fatal  block  ; 
Now,   now  the  horrid  axe  is  lifted  high, 

It  falls,  it  falls;  he  bleeds,   he  bleeds  ;    he  dies  k7/ 
^  Alas,    her  forrcws  pierce  my  fuflering  heart* 
Rut.  Eternal  difcord,  tear  the  focialworTd. 

•  And  nature's  laws  difiblvc  !   expunge,   erafe 
'  The  hated  marks  of  time's  engraving  hand, 

'  ^nd  every  trace  deflroy  !'     Arife,  defpair, 

'  AfTert  thy  righful  claim,'  poffef.s  me  all! 

Bear,  bear  me  to  my  murder'd  lord,   to  clafp 

Hib  bleeding  body  id  my  dying  arms, 

And  in  the  tomb  embrace  his  dear  remains, 

And  mingle  with  his  duft  fcr  ever.  [Ex  ft, 

^  Haplefs  woman  ! 

Sie  ihall  henceforth  be  partner  of  my  forrows  ; 
And  we'll  contend  whomoit  mail  weep  for  EJJ'ex. 
Oh,  quick  tokill,  and  ready  to  deilroy,     [cl  y  iJurleigh. 
Cou'd  no  pretext  be  found,  no  caufe  appear, 
To  lengthen  mercy  out  a  moment  more, 
Andftretch  the  fpan  of  grace?  O  cruel  Burleigh  f 
This,   tli  is  was  thy  dark  work,    unpi  tying  m.-.n  ! 

Tar.  My  gracious  miftrefs,  blsme  not  thus  my  duty, 
tvly  iirni  obedience  to  ycur  high  command. 

The 


;       T  H  E    E  A  R  L    O  F    E  S  S  E  X.  51 

The  laws  coridemn'd  him  firft  to  die  ;    nor  think 

I  Hood  between  your  mercy  and  his  life. 

It  was  the  lady  Nottingham,   not  I. 

Herfelf  confeis'd  it  all,   in  wild  defpair, 

That  from  your  majelty  to  Ejjex  fent, 

With  terms  of  proffer'd  grace,   fhe  then  rcccivM 

From  his  own  hand  a  fatal  rin g,   a  pledge 

It  feemsofmuch  importance,  which  the  earl 

With  carneft  fuit,  and  warm  intreaty,  begg'd  her, 

As  me  would  prize  his  life,   to  give  your  majefty. 

Jn  this  me  fail'd— In  this  (lie  murder'd  E/ex  ! 

£\  O   bnrbarous  woman  ! 
Surrounded  llill  by  treachery  and  fraud  ! 
'  What  bloody  deed  is  this  ?     Thou  injur'd  F./l:  /' 
My  fame  isfoil'd  to  all  fucceeding  times : 
But  Hiviv'n  alone  can  view  my  b'vaking1  heart ; 
Then  let  its  will  be  done. • 

From  hence,  let  proud,   refilling  mortals  know 

The  arm  parer.tr.l,   and  th'  indulgent  blow. 

To  Heaven's  ccrreiliveroJ,    fubmiflive  bend; 

Adore  its  wiftlom,   on  its  pcwer  depend  ; 

\VhilftruIingjudiceguides  eternal  fway,. 

Let  nature  tremble/  and  itt  man  cbe\ . 


• 
• 
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EPILOGUE. 

J\JEWS!  Nws!  good  folks,  rare  news,  and  you  foc.U 
I've  got  intelligence  about  our  pott :  [£auw  it. — • 

Who  do  you  think  he  is  P— You'll  nevfr  guefs  j 
An  Irijh  Bricklayer ,  neither  more  nor  lefs. 
And  HOW  the  fecret 's  out,  you  cannot  wonder, 
That  in  commencing  bard,   he  made -a  blunder. 
Has  he  not  left  the  better  for  the  ivorft, 
In  quitting  jolid  brick  for  empty,  verfe  ? 
Can  he  believe  th*  example  of  Old  Ben, 
Who  changed,  like  him,  the  trowel  for  the  pen, 
Will  in  his  favour  move  your  critic  bowels  ? 
You  rather  wijb,  mojl  poets  pens  Divers  trowels. 
Our  man  is  honeji,  fenfible,  and  pLii.i, 
Nor  has  the  poet  made  him  pert,   or  vciia  : 
No  beau,  no  courtier,  nor  conceited  youth  ; 
But  then  jo  rude,   he  always  f peaks  the  truth  ; 
/  told  him  he  muft  flatter,  learn  addrejs, 
And  gain  the  heart  of  fame  rich  patrons/;  ; 
'Tisjhe,  faid  I,  your  labours  will  reward, 
If  you  bat  join  the  bricklayer's  with  tht  bard ', 

As  thus Should  jhe  be  old  and  wor/efcr  -wear. 

You  muji  new-cafe  her,  front  her  and  repair  ; 

If  crack1  d  in  fame,  as  jcarce  to  bear  a  touch, 

You  cannot  ufe  your  tro-tve/  then  too  much  ; 

In  Jhcrt,  whatever  her  morals,  age  or  Jtation, 

Plaijler  and  white-ivajb  in  y cur  dedication. 

Thtu  I  advis'd — but  he  detejh  the  plan  : 

in.  at  can  be  dene  ivith  fuch  a  f.mple  man  ? 

A  pcft"s  nothing  worth,  and  nought  availing, 

U,ilrfs  he'll  furnijh  where  there  is  a  failing. 

Authcrs  in  thefe  good  times  are  made  and  us'd, 

To  grant  tkeje  favours  nature  has  rffus'd. 

If  hi  -won't  fib,  what  bounty  ccn  he  crave? 

We  pay  fir  what  we  want,  net  what  we  ha-vc.         • 

AT.-?y,   though  cf  every  blejjjr.g  we  have  ft  ore, 

Ourjcx  will  always  w:Jb a  little  more. 

If  he'll  not  bend  his  heart  to  this  his  duty , 
And  fell,   to  wbo  will  buy ,   wit,   hoacur,   /-eau'y  j 
The  bricUay'r  Jtillfcr  him  1  he  prefer  trade,  is, 
Too  rtftgh  to  deal  with  gentlemen  and  ladies.  — — 
In  Jaort — they'll  all  avoid  hi)r.,  and  n.glccl  him, 
Vnlffs  that  yen,  his  patrons,  will  prett-t  him. 

F    I    N    I    S. 
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P    Pv    O    L    O    G    U    K, 

Written  by  Mr.  GARRICK,  and,  fpoken  by  him 
in  the  CbaraRer  of  a  Country  Boy. 

Meafter!  Meafter  ! 
TS  not  mv  meaftsr  here  among  you,  pw/  ? 

Nay,  fpcak—my  meajier  wrcte  this  Jjjie  new  ploy        " 
The  aclor -folks  are  making  f nth  a  clatter  ! 
They  want  thf.  Pro-log — /  knew  nought  e'  th"1  matter  ! 
He  mitji  It  there  among  you — losk  about — 
si  wttzcn,  pale-fac1  d  man,   do  —fad  kirn  out 
Pray,  meafter,  come  — or  all  will  fall  to  Jheami  ; 
"Call  mijhr  —  hold—I  mujl  not  tell  his  neame. 

Law  !  what  a  crcud  is  here  !  what  noife  and  pother  / 
fine  lads  and  laffes  !  cne  o'  top  o'  t'other  !   [Pointing  to  the 
/  cou'd  for  rver  here  with  wonder  geaxe  !    ro\vs  of  pit  and 
/  ne'er  faw  church  jo  full  in  all  my  a'ajs  ! —  gallery.] 
four  Servant^  furs  ! — what  do  yen  laugh  fir  ?  Eh  1 
2  ou  donnc.  take  me  fur  e  for  one  oi1  th'  fhiy  ? 
Yon  frculd  not  Jlout  an  honejt  country-lad, — 
2  'ou  think  me  fool,  and  I  think  you  ha[f  mad  : 
2  oil*  re  all  as  Jl  range  as  /,  and  ft  ranger  too. 
And,  if  you  -laugh  at  me,  /'//  laugh  at  you.       [Laughing. 
/  donr.a  like  your  London  tricks,  not  I, 
dnd,  fence  you  raised  my  blood,   I'll  tell  you  'why  ? 
And,  if  you  wull,  fence  now  I  am  before  ye, 
For  want  of  Pro-log,  I'll  relate  my  ftory, 

I  came  from  country  here  to  try  my  fate t 
And  get  a  place  among  the  rich  and  great  ; 
But  troth  Vmfeck  o'  th*  journey  I  ha1  ta'en, 
I  like  it  not — wou'd  I  were  whoame  again, 

Firjf,  in  the  city  I  took  up  my  J}  at  ion, 
And  got  a  place,  'with  one  of  th1  corporation, 
A  round  big  man — he  eat  a  plaguy  deal, 
jLooks,  he'd  ha've  beat  five  plcomen  at  a  meal ! 
But  long  with  him  I  cou'd  not  make  abode, 
For,  cou'd you  think' 't  ? — he  eat  a  great  fea-toad  ! 
//  came  from  Indies — 'twas  as  big  as  me, 
He  calfd  it  belly-patch,  and  capapee  : 
Law  !  how  I  ftaSd  ! — /  thought, — who  knows,  lut  I, 
For  want  of  monjiers,  may  be  mads  a  pye  j 
A  2 


PROLOGUE. 

Rather  than  tarry  here  for  bribe  or  gain\ 
ril  back  to  whoame,  and  count  ry-f  art  again, 

I  left  toad-AWJfr  ;  then  1  far<i>  V  a  lord, 
And  there  thfy  proaiis'd  !  —  but  ne'er  kept  their  nvord, 
While  'mong  the  great,   this  geaming  work  the  trade  is, 
They  mind  no  mere  poor  fervants,  than  their  ladies. 

A  lady  next,  ivho  lik'd  a  /mart  young  lad, 
Uir  'd  tm  forthwith  —  but,  troth,   I  thought  her  mad. 
She  turn'  d  ths  'world  top  do-ivn,  as  I  may  fay  , 
She  ehang'd  the  day  to  neet  ,  the  ntet  to  day  ! 
I  fteod  one  day  with  coach,   and  did  but  Jloop 
To  put  ihe  foot-board  do-ivn,  and  ivit/j  her  hoop 
She  cover  d  me  all  o'er  —  where  are  you,  lout  ? 
Here,  maam,  fays  I,  for  Heaven's  fake  let  me  out. 
I  ouflS  fo  Jheain  'd  with  all  her  freakijb*ivays, 
She  <wore  her  gtar  fo  fliort  ,  Jo  lo-iv  her  Jlay,  — 
Fine  folks  fljtiu  all  for  nothing  no<vj-a-days  ! 

Now  I  in  the  poet's  man  —  I  jind  -tuith  ewitsf 
^There's  nothing  Jartain  —  Kay,  ivc  eat  by  jits. 
Our  meals,  indeed,  arejlender,  —  ivhat  of  that  ? 
7  here  are  but  three  ons  —  meafter,  I,  and  cat. 
Did  you  but  fee  us  all,  as  Ftn  ajiiiner, 
You'd  fear  cely  fay,  which  cf  the  three  is  thinner. 

My  'wages  all  depend  on  this  nigbfs  fiecc, 
But  jhould  you  find  that  all  our  fa  an  s  are  gecfe  f 
''E'feck  I'll  trnjl  no  more  to  meafter^s  brain, 
But  pack  up  all,  and  ivbiftle  ivboame  again. 


. 

E     P   -I     L     O,-©:;^^: 

Written  by  Mr.   G  A  RRIC-K^ 

Spoken  by  Mr.  WOODWARD  in  the  Cbaraft-cr 
of  a  Fine  Gentleman. 

Enter  —  Speaking  to  the  people  without. 

W  !  —  damn   our  Eiloue  —  and  hold   our  tonut~ 


TDS11AW  !  —  damn  your  Epilogue  —  and  hold  your  tongut~~ 

Shall  ive  of  rank  be  told  -^  bat's  right  or  wrong  ? 
Had  you  ten  Epilogues  you  fbou'd  not  ffeak  'em, 
Tbo'  he  had  writ  'em  all  in  Linguum  Gieeum. 
I  II  do't  by  all  tie  Gods  !  —  (you  mujl  cxcufe  me) 
I'ljo*  authcr,  act  in,  audience,  all  abi/fe  me  ! 

i  To 


EPILOGUE. 

To  the  Audience. 
g:t:ile?nnn  '.—and  t bet's  enough  /— 
Lt'.:igl>  'if y  tn  f  If  afe — 7  //  b  rffnujf! 

I  come  to  tcii  yet  — (let  :'t  not  f Li-prize  you) 
That  I  m  a  ic  it  —  ami  wcrthy  to  ad-vife  you.— 
HO--W  ecu  d yat,  Tujfir  l he!  fame  count ;y  body, 
Th.it  Pro-leg;  .  —  that  great  lcof>y,' 

To  talk  his  ;>r.)>Jrr:fe  ? — ^/'~v  f.ic  leave  tz  j\r-} 
'Twos  low  —  i!a;r.nd  L-JJ  ! — fcufjave  the  fJlo-jJs  plc.j — ' 
Let  the  peer  de-jil  eat,  —  .?/.'j-.c  h::n  that, 
A.-id gi^-e  a  xcal'to  mcr.fcer,  mon,  and  cat  ; 
But  nn-Ly  attack  the  fafalcr.s  ?—Sa:fj'.sfs  re  jug  ! 
have  no  joys  but  what  rrful:  fra/i  <vo~;ie  : 

"bs  mca'e  focu'd  all  conlrcll — nay,  ev'ry  pa 

fn/e,  appetite,  and  all,  gi*V(  tuay  to  fajki 
I.  bate  as  much  as  he,  a  :  ^ 

.-//  the  pre/ent  turtle-r^r,    !  S 

i  «.'  ride  a  ,•:'.  .'5  t:u:,':c  nijj'if  a  c..    .".  J 

1  have  no  ears, — -yet  cp'ras  I  adore  !  — 
Always  prepaid  to  die — to  fleep— no  more  ! 
The  ladies  too  were  carped  at,  and  thsir  drefs, 
He  <vcants  ''em  all  ruffed  tip  like  good  Queen  Befs  ! 
They  are,  forfooth,  too  much  expos' 'd,  and  free—  *| 

Were  more  expos' d,  no  ill  ejfcEs  I  fee, 
For  more,  or  Icfe,   'tis  all  the  fame  to'  me.  J 

Poor  Gaming  tco,  ivas  n:aul  d  cimorg  th:  reft, 
That  precious  cordial  to  a  high-life  breafl  ! 
When  thoughts  arife  I  always  game  or  drink, 
An  Engliih  g cntlemai:  Jboiid  never  think  — 
The  reafoti's  plain,  which  e-v'ryfcttl  might  hit  on— 
What  ti'ims  a  Frenchman,  overfets  a  liriton  ; 
In  its  rtficftim  breeds  a  fiber  fadncfs, 
Which  always  ends  in  politicks  er  madnefs  : 
I  therefore  new  propoje — ly  your  ctmmand, 
'That  tragedies  no  more  Jhall  clond  this  land ; 
Send  o'erycur  Shakefpeares  to  the  fans  ^"France,'. 
Let  them  grow  grave — Let  us  begin  to  dance  ! 
Ban:fi  yuur  gloomy  fcenes  to  foreign  c!:ncs,  -* 

Referve  alone  to  blefs  thefe  golden  times,  > 

A  farce  or  two — and  Woodward'j  pantomimes  !  '  3 
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ACT        I. 

Enter  Othman  and  a  Slave.  \ 

Oth.    A     Stranger,  fay'ftthou,  that  enquires  of  Othman? 

XJL  Slave.  He  does  :  and  waits  admittance. 
Oth.   Did  he  tell 

His  name  and  quality  ? 
Slave.  That  he  declin'd  : 

But  call'd  himfelf  thy  friend. 

«  Otb.  Where  didft  thou  fee  him  ? 
'  Slave.  E-v'n  now  while  twilight  clos'd  the  day,  I 
Mufing  amid'  the  ruins  of  yon  to\v'r  \S?f&  ^*m 

That  overhangs  the  flood.     On  my  approach, 
With  afpeft  ftern,  and  words  of  import  dark, 
He  queftion'd  me  of  Othman.     Then  the  tear 
Stole  from  his  eye.     But  when  I  talk'd  of  pow'r 
And  courtly  honours  here  conferr'd  on  thee, 
His  frown  grew  darker  :  All  I  wifh,  he  cry'd, 
Is  to  confer  with  him,  and  then  to  die.' 
Oth.  What  may  this  mean  ? — Condudl  theftranger  to 
me.  [Exit  Slave. 

Perhaps  fome  worthy  citizen,  return'd 

From  voluntary  exile  to  Algiers, 

Once  known  in  happier  days. 

Enter  Sadi. 
Ah,  Sadi  here  ! 
My  honour'd  friend  ! 
Sadi.  Stand  off — pollute  me  not. 

Thefe  honeil  arms,  tho'  worn  with  want,  diiUain 

Thy  gorgeous  trappings,  earn'd  by  foul  dimonour. 
Oth.  Forbear  thy  raih  reproaches  :  for  beneath 

This  habit,  which  to  thy  millaken  eye 

Confirms  my  guilt,  I  wear  a  he-art  as  true 

As  Sad?s  to  rny  king. 

Sadi.     Why  then  beneath 

This  curfed  rqof,  this  black  ufurper's  palace, 

A  4  Dar'ft 
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Dar'ftthou  to  draw  infcfted  air,  and  live 
The  flave  of  infolence  !  «  Why  lick  the  dull 

Beneath  his  feet,  who  laid  Algiers  in  ruin  ? 

But  age,  which  IhouM  have  taught  thce  hone*  caution, 

Has  taught  thee  treachery  ! 

'  Otb.  Miftaken  man  ! 

Cou'd  pafiion  prompt  me  to  licentious  fpcech 

Like  thine 

'  Sadi.  Peace,  falfe  one  !  peace  !  The  (lave  to  pow'r 
'  Still  wears  a  pliant  tongue.' — O  mame  to  dwell 
With  murder,  lull,  and  rapine  !  did  he  not 
Come  from  the  depths  of  Barca's  folitude, 
With  fair  pretence  of  faith  and  firm  alliance  ? 
Did  not  our  grateful  king,  with  open  arms, 
Receive  him  as  his  gueft  r  O  fatal  hour  ! 
Did  he  not  then  with  hot,  adult'rous  eye, 
Gaze  on  the  Queen  Zapbira  ?  Yes,  'twas  luft, 
Luft  gave  th*  infernal  whifper  to  his  foul, 
And  bade  him  murder,  if  he  would  enjoy  ! 

*  O  complicated  horrors  !  hell-born  treach'ry  ! 

'  Then  fell  our  country,  when  good  Selim  dy'd  !' 
Yet  thcu,  pernicious  traitor,  unabafn'd 
Can'ft  wear  the  murd'rers  badge. 

Otb.  Miftaken  man  ! 
'   Yet  hear  me,  Sadi 

'  Sadi.  What  can  dishonour  plead  ? 

'  Otb.  Yet  blame  not  prudence. 

'  Sadi.  Prudence  !  the  ft^.le  pretence  of  ev'ry  knave  ! 

*  The  traitor^s  ready  maflt !' 
Otb.  Yet  ftill'I  love  thee  : 

Stiil  unprovok'd  by  thy  intemperate  zc?.1, 
Cou'd  p:-ffion  prompt  me  to  licentious  fpeech  ? 
Bethink  thee ! — might  I  not  reproach  thy  flight 
With  the  foul  names  of  fear  and  perfidy  ? 
Didft  thou  not  fly,   when  Bar&aroJ/'a's  fword 
Reek'd  with  the  blood  of  thy  brave  countrymen  ? 
What  then  did  I  ? — Beneath  this  hated  roof, 
Jn  pity  to  my  widow'd  queen' 

Sadi.  In  Pity  ? 

,  Ofb.  Yes,  SaJi :  Heav'n  is  witncfs,  pity  fvvay'd  me. 
"'  Sad:.  Words,  words  !  diffimulation  all',  and  guilt ! 
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'  Otb.'  With  honcft  guile  I  did  inroll  my  name 
In'  the  black  lift  of  Bar baroffa'^  friends  : 
In  hope,  that  feme  propitious  hour  might  rife, 
When  Heav'n  would  da.'h  the  murd'rer  from  his  throne,   , 
And  give  young  Selim  to  his  orphan'd  people. 

Sadi.  Indeed!  can'ft  thou  be.  true  ? 

Otb.  By  Heav'n,  I  am. 

Saiii.  Why  then  diflcmble  thus  ? 

Ot/.\  Have  I  not  told  thee  ? 
I  held  it  vain,  to  item  the  tyrant's  pow'r 
By  the  \veak  efforts  of  an  ill-t' 

Sadi.  *  Enough  :'  I  find  thec  honeft  :  and  with  pride 
Will  join  thy  counfels.   .  *  This,  my  faithful  arm, 
'  Wailed  with  niifery,  fiiall  gain  new  nerves 

*  For  brave  refolves.'     Can  aught,  my  friend,  be  done  s 
Can  aught  'be  dar'd  ? 

Ot/j.  We  groan  beneath  the  fee  urge, 
This  very  morn,  on  falie  pretence  of  vengeance, 
For  the  foul  murder  of  our  honor'd  king, 
Five  guiltlefs  wretches  perifh'd  on  the  rack. 
'  Our  long-lov'd  friends,  and  braveft  citizens,   : 
'  Self-baniih'd  to  the  defert,  moi;rn.  in  exile  :   . 
'  While  the  fell  tyrant  lords  it  o'er  a  crew 

*  Of  abject  fycophants,  the  needy  tools 

'  Of  pow'r  ufurp'd  :  and  a  degenerate  train-  • 
'  Of  Haves  in  arms.' 

Sadi.  O  my  devoted  country  ! 
Eut  fay,  the  widow'd  queen — my  heart  bleeds  for  her. 

Otb.  If  pain  be  life,  (lie  lives  :  '*  But  in  fuch  woe, 
'   As  want  and  flavcry  might  view  with  pity, 

And   blefs  their  happier  lot  1'    Heram'd   round   by 


Within  this  cruel  palace,  once  the  feat 

Of  ev'ry  joy,  thro'  fev'n  long  tedious  years, 


[terrorsj 


She  mourns  her  murder'd  Lord,  her  exil'd  fon, 
Her  people  fall'n  :   the  murd'rer  of  her  lord, 
Returning  now  from  conquefl  o'er  the  Moors, 
Tempts  her  to  marriage  :   '  fpurr'd  at  once  by  luff",  . 
'  And  black  ambition.'     Bat  with  noble  nrmnefs,   . 
Surpaffing  feruale,  fhe  rejedls  his  vows, 
Scorning  the  horrid  union.     Meantime  he, 
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With  ceafelefs  hate,  purfues  her  exii'd  foajon  biuov/ 1 
•  And— O  detefted  monfterl      ihsv,  o"brb—  [JfcvMiyr.. 

'  S«<#.  Yet  more  deeds 
'  Of  cruelty!  Juft  Heav'n  ! 

'  Olh.  His  rage  purfues' 
The  virtuous  youth,  ev'n  into  foreign  climes. 
Ere  this,  perhaps,  he  bleeds.     A  murd'ring  ruffian 
Is  fent  to  watch  his  fteps,  and  plunge  the  dagger 
Into  his  guiltlefs  breaft. 

Sadi.  is  this  thy  faith  ! 
Tamely  to  witnefs  to  fuch  deeds  of  horror  ! 
Give  me  thy  poignard ;  lead  me  to  the  tyrant. 
What  tho'  furrounding  guards 

Otb.  Reprefs  thy  rage. 
Thou  wilt  alarm  the  palace,  wilt  involve 
Thyfelf,  thy  friend,  in  ruin.     Hafle  thee  hence  ; 
Hafte  to  the  remnant  of  our  loyal  friends, 
And  let  maturer  councils  rule  thy  zeal. 

Sadi.   Yet  let  us  ne'er  forget  our  prince's  wrongs. 
Remember,  Othman,  (and  let  vengeance  rife)    <a& 
How  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  ir;  his  gore. 
Welt'ring,  we  found  our  prince  !  *  The  deadly  dagger 

*  deep  in  his  heart  was  fix'd  1'  His  royal  blood, 
The  life-blood  of  his  people,  o'er  the  bath 
Ran  purple!   Oh,  remember!  and  revenge  ! 

Otb.  Doubt  not  my  zeal.     But  hdfte,  and  fcek  our 
Near  to  the  weftern  port  Almanzcr  dwells,          [friends. 
Yet  unfeduc'd  by  BarbaroJ/a's  power. 
He  will  difclofe  to  thee,  if  aught  be  heard 
Of  Selim's  fafety,  or  (what  more  I  dread) 
Of  Selim's  death.     Thence  beft  may  our  refolves^((T 
Be  drawn  hereafter.     But  let  caution  guide  thee. 

*  For  in  thefe  walks,  where  tyranny  and  guilt    ;1fiY/ 

*  Ufurp  the  throne,  wakeful  fufpicion  dwells,  Afty\. 

'  And  fquint-ey'd  jealoufy,  prone  to  pervert     x.  «>T 
«  Ev'n  looks  and  fmiles  to  tieafon.' 

Sadi    I  obey  thee. 
Near  to  the  weftern  port,  thou  fay'ft. 

Oik.  Ev'n  there. 

Clofe  by  the  Mailed  palm-tree,  where  the  mofqup 
O'er  locks  the  city.     Hafle  thee  hence,  my  {fier.d. 

I  would 
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I  would  not  haxtethee found  within  thefe  walls.  [Flwrifi. 
And  hark — thefe  warlike  founds  proclaim  th'  approach 
Of  the  proud  Barbarcffa,  with  his  train. 
Begone 

Sadi.  May  dire  difeafe  ard  pdHlen$*t  «iH 
Hang  o'er  his  fteps  ! — Farcwei — Remember,  Othman, 
ucen's,  thy  prince's,   aud  thy  country's  wrong. 

[Exit  Sadi. 

Otb.  When  I  forget  them,  be  contempt  my  lot ! 
Yet,  for  the  love  I  bear  them,  I  muft  wrap 
My  deep  refentments  in  the  fpecious  guile 
Offmiles,  and  fair  deportment. 

Enter  Barbarofia,   Guards,  Sec. 

Bar.  Valiant  Othman, 
Are  thefe  vile  (laves  impal'd  ? 

Otb.  My  lord,  they  are. 

Bar,  Did  not  the  rack  extcrt  confeiTion  from  them  r 

Otb.  They  dy'd  obdurate  :  While  the  melting  crowd 
Wept  at  their  g;-oans  and  anguiih.  .  [flaves, 

Ear.  Curfe  on  their  womaniih  hearts !    '  What,  pity 
f  Whom  my  fupreme  decree  condemn'd  to  torture  ? 
'  Are  ye  not  ail  my  Haves,  to  whom  ray  nod 
'  Gives  life  or  death  r 

'   Otb.  To  doubt  thy  will  is  treafon. ' 

'   Bar.   I  love  thee,   faithful  Otbman  :'  E'ut  why  fits 
That  fadncfs  on  thy  brow  :   '  For  ofc  I  find  thee 
'  Mufing  and  fad  ;'  while  joy  for  my  return, 
My  fword  victorious,  and  the  Moors  o'erthro.vn, 
Refuunds  through  all  my' palace. 

Otb.  Mighty  warrior ! 
The  foul,   intent  on  offices  of  love, 
Will  oft  negleft,  or  fcorn  the  weaker  proof 
Which  fmiles  or  fpeech  can  give. 

Bar.  Well  :   Be  it  fo. 
To  guard  Algiers  from  anarchy's  mifrule, 
I  fway  the  regal  fcepter.     '  Who  deferves, 
'  Shall  meet  protection  :  And  who  merits  not, 
'  Shall  meet  my  wrath  in  thunder.' — But  'tis  ftrange, 
That  when  with  open  arms,  I  wou'd  receive 
Young  Selim  ;   wou'd  reftore  the  crown,  which  death 
Reft  from  his  father's  head— He  fcorns  my  bounty, 
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4  Shuns.  {&$  with  fallen  and  obdnrate  hate,' 
And  proudly  kindles  war  in  foreign  climes, 
Againit  my  pow'r,  who  fav'd  his  bleeding  countryfc.  <;A 

*  Qtb.  Tisilrange,  indeed ' 

Enter  Aladin. 

Ala.  Brave  prince,  I  bring  thec  tidings 
Of  high  concernment  to  Algiers  and  Thee. 
Young  Seliat  is  no  more. 

Oth.  Selim  no  more  !   '  Indeed  !' 
Bar.  '  Indeed !' — why  that  ailonifliment  ?. 
He  was  our  bittereft  foe. 

Qtb.  So  peri:h  all  thy  caufelefs  enemies ! 
Bar.  '  What  fays  the  rumour:' 
How  dy'd  the  prince,  and  where  ?     rrcid 

Ala.  The  rumour  tells, 

That  flying  to  Oran,  he  there  begg'd  fuccours 
From  Ferdinand  of  Spain,  t'  invade  Algiers. 
Bar.  From  Chriftian  dogs  ! 
Qth*  How  !  league  with  infidels  ! 
Ala.  And  there  held  council  with  the  haughty  S/>a- 
To  conquer  and  dethrone  thee  :  But  in  vaia  : 
For  in  a  dark  encounter  with  two  flaves, 
Vv  herein  the  one  fell  by  his  youthful  arm, 
Silim  at  length  was-flain. 
Bur    Ungrateful  boy  ! 

Oft'  have  I  courted  him  to  meet  my  kindnefs  ; 
But  ftill  in  vain ;  he  munn'd  me  like  a  pellile 
Nor  cou'd  I  e'er  behold  him,  fince  the  down 
Cover'd  his  manly  cheek. — How  many  years 
iS'ua-;ber'd  he  ? 

,-,(.. r'0/A.  I  think,  fcarce  thirteen,  when  his  father  dy'J, 
And,  now,  fome  twenty. 

Bar.   Otbman,  now  for  proof 

Of  undifiembled  fervice. Well  I  know, 

Thy  long  e::perienc'd  faith  hath  plac'd  thee  high. 
In  the  queen's  confidence  :   '  The  crown  I  wear 
4  Yet'tw.ers  en  my  head,  till  marriage-rites 
'  Have  made  her  mine.'     Qthman,  fhe  mult  be  won. 
Plead  tLou  my  caufe  of  love  :   '  Bid  her  dry  up 
4  Her  fruitkf*. tears :  Paint  ftrth  her  long  delays, 
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''Wake  a!!  thy  eloquence  :'  Make  her  bat  mine, 
And  fuch  '  unibughr'  reward  fhall  crown  thy  zeal, 
As  fh.ili  oat-ibar-  thy  wiihes. 

Qtb.  Mighty  king, 
Where  duty  bids,  I  go. 

Bcr.  Then  haik  tnee,  Oilman, 
Y.:-t  yet  the  rumour  of  her  ion's  dcceafe, 
Hath  reacfaVi  her  ear  ;  *  ere  yet  the  moumfal  tale 
'  Hath  whelm'd  her  in  a  new  abyfs  or"  woe, 
'  And  quench'd  all  foft  affeftion,  fave  for  him,' 

Tell  her,  I  come,  borne  on  the  wings  of  love  ! 

Hafte — fly— I  follow  thee.  [Exit  Othman. 

Now,  A\ 

Now  fortune  bears  us  to  the  wifh'd-for  port : 

'  We  ride  fecare  on  her  moft  profp'rous  billow.' 

This  was  the  rock  I  dreaded.     Dole  not  think 

Th'  attempt  was  greatly  daring  ? 

Sold  as  needful. 

What  bootx-d  it,  to  cut  the  old  ferpent  off, 
Wli  le  the  young  adder  netted  in  his  place  ? 

Bar.  True  :   *  We   have  conquered  now.'     Algiers  is 
Without  z  rival.     "  Thus  great  foals  alpire  ;        [mine, 
«  And  boldly  fnatch  at  crowns,   beyond  the  reach 
'  Of  coward  confcience.' — Yet  I  wonder  much, 
Omar  returns  not :  Oma.-,  \\uom  I  lent 
On  this  high  truft.     I  fear,   'tis  he  hath  fall'n. 
Didft  thou  not  fay  two  flaves  encounter'd  Selim  ? 

Ala,  Ay.  two  ;  'tis  rumour'd  fo. 

Bar.   And  that  one  fell  ? 

Ala.  '  Ev'n  fo:'  By  Sc/im's  hand;  while  his  compa- 
Planted  his  happier  fteel  in  StUm's  heart.  [nion 

Bar.  Omar,  I  fear  is  fall'n.     From  my  right-hand 
I  gave  my  i:gnet  to  the  tmrty  flav^e  : 
And  bade  him  fend  it,  as  the  certain  pledge 
Of  Scl'uKz  c,-a:h  ;  if  ficknefs  or  captivirv, 
Or  wayward  fate,  ihou'd  thwart  his  quick  return. 

Ala.  The  rumour  yet  is  young  ;  perhaps  foreruns 
The  trufty  ilave's  approach. 

Bar.  We'll  wait  th' event. 

.  time  rjive  ot:t,  that  now  the  widowM  qnecn 
ry'd  r»er  tears,  prepar'd  to  crown  my  love 

By 
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By  marriage-rites  :  fpread  wide  the  flatt'ring  title }»*  . 
For  if  perfoafion  win  not  her  conic:.:, 
Pow'r  lhall  compel. 

'  Ala.  It  is  indeed  a  thought 
'  Which  prudence  whifpers. 

'  Bar.  Thou,  brave  Aladin, 
f  Hail  been  the  firm  companion  of  my  deeds  : 
'  Soon  mall  my  friendfhip's  warmth  reward  thy  faith.'— 
This  night  my  will  devotes  to  feaft  and  joy, 
For  conquelt  o'er  the  Moor.     Hence,  Alad'm  ; 
And  fee  the  night-watch  clofe  the  palace  round. 

[Exit  Aladin. 

Now  to  the  queen.     My  heart  expands  with  hope. 
Let  high  ambition  flourim  :  in  Selim's  blood 
Its  root  is  ftruck  :  from  this,  the  rifmg  ftem 
Proudly  mall  branch  o'er  Afric*s  continent, 
And  ftretch  from  more  to  fliore.  My  wayward  daughter  ! 

Enter  Irene. 

«  What,  drown 'd  in  tears  ?'  Still  with  thy  folly  thwart 
Each  purpofe  of  my  foul  ?  When  pleafures  fpring 
Beneath  our  feet,  thou  fpurn'it  the  proffer 'd  boon, 
To  dwell  with  forrow. — Why  thefe  fullen  tears  ? 

Ire.  '  Let  not  thefe  tears  offend  my  father's  eye  }'• 
They  are  the  tears  of  pity.     From  the  queen 
I  come,  thy  fuppliant. 

Ear.   '  On  fome  rude  requeft,' 
What  woo'dft  thou  urge  ? 

Ire.  Thy  dread  return  from  war, 
And  profFer'd  love,  have  open'd  ev'ry  wound 
The  foft  and  lenient  hand  of  time  had  clos'd. 
If  ever  gentle  pity  touch'd  thy  heart, 
'  Now  let  it  melt  1'  urge  not  thy  '  harm'  command 
To  fee  her  !  her  diftracled  foul  is  bent 
To  mourn  in  iolitude.     She  afks  no  more. 

Ear.  She  mocks  my  love.    How  many  tedious  years 
Have  I  endur'd  her  coynefs  ?  Had  not  war, 
And  great  ambition,  call'd  me  from  Algiers, 
Ere  this,  my  pow'r  had  reap'd  what  (he  denies. 
But  there's  a  caufe,  which  touches  on  my  peace, 
And  bids  me  brook  no  more  her  falfe  delays. 

' ' ;  *'Irt. 
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Ire.  Oh,  frown  not  thus  !  '  Sure,  pity  ue'er  de&ryffl 
'  A  parent's  frown  !'  but    look  more  kind!/ on  ia:, 
Let  thy  confenting  pity  mix  with  mia«y;!' 
And  heal  the  woes  of  weeping  innjeily  1 
Unhappy  queen  ! 

Ear.  What  means  that  gufliing  tear  ?     . 

Ire.   Oh  never  fhall  Irene  taile  of  peace, 
While  poor  Zapkira  mourns ! 

Ear.   Is  this  my  child  ? 

Pervrfe  and  rtubborn  ! — As  thou  lov'it  thy  peace, 
Dry  up  thy  tears.     What  !  damp  the  general  triumph 
That  echoes  through  Algiers!  which  now  fhall  pierce 
The  vaulted  Heav'n,  as  ioou  as  fame  fliall  fpread 
Young  SeJim's  death,  my  empire's  biti'reit  foe. 

Ire.  O  generous  Selim  !  \lVesft. 

Bar.  Ah  !  there's  more  in  this  ! 
Tell  me,  Irene  :  on  thy  duty,  tell  me : 
'  As  thcu  doft  \viih,  I  would  not  caft  thec  off", 
*  With  an  incenfed  father's  curies  on  thee, 
'  New  tell  me'  why,  at  this  deteited  name  of  Selim, 
Afreih  thy  fcrrow  Itreams  ? 

Ire.  Yes,  I  will  tell  thee, 

For  he  is  gone  !  and  dreads  thy  hate  no  more! 
My  father  knows,    that  fcarce  five  moons  are  paft, 
Since  the  Morrs  feiz'd,  and  fold  me  at  Orany 
A  horelcfs  captive  in  a  foreign  clime  ! 

Bar.  Too  well  I  know,  and  rue  the  fatal  day. 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Ire.  '  Why  fhou'd  I  tell,  what  horrors 
'  Did  then  befet  my  foul  ?' — Oft'  have  I  told  thee, 
How  midit  the  throng,  a  youth  appear'd  :  his  eye 
Bright  as  the  morning  flar  ! 

liar.  And  was  it  Selim  ? 
Did  he  redeem  thee  ? 

Ire.  With  unfparing  hand 
He  paid  th'  allotted  ranfom  :  '  And  o'erbade 
'  Av'rice  and  appetite.'     At  his  feet  I  wept, 
DifTclv'd  in  tears  of  gratitude  and  joy. 
But  when  I  told  my  quality  and  birth, 
He  ftarted  at  the  name  of  Barbarojfa  ; 
'  And  thrice  turn'd  pale.'     Yet,  with  recovery  mild, 

Go 
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Go  to  Algiers,  he  cry'd  ;  proteft  my  mother, 
And  be  to  her,  what  Selim  is  to  thee. — 
Kv'n  fuch,  my  father,  was  the  gen'rous  youth,  , 
Who,  by  the  hands  of  bloody,   bloody  men, 
Lies  nuniber'd  with  the  dead. 

Bar.  Amazement  chills  me  ! 
Was  this  thy  unknown  friend  conceal'd  from  jn$? 
Falfe,  faithlefs  child  ! 

Ire.  Cou'd  gratitude  do  lefs  ! 

He  fr-id  thy  wrath  purfu'd  him  ;  thence  conjur'd  m«-  • 
Not  to  reveal  his  name. 

Bar.  Thou  treacherous  maid  ! 
To  lloop  to  freedom  from  thy  father's  foe  ! 

Ire.   Alas,  my  father  ! 
He  never  was  thy  foe. 

Bar.  What  !  plead  for  Selim  ! 
1  Av/ay.     He  merited  the  death  he  found  1* 
O  coward  !  traitrefs  to  thy  father's  glory  ! 
Thou  (hould'il  have  liv'd  a  flave, — been  fold  tofhame, 
Been  baniih'd  to  the  depth  of  howling  defart-s, 
Been  aught  but  what  thou  art,  rather  than  biot 

A  father's  honour  by  a  deed  fo  vile  : 

Hence,  from  my  fight. — Hence,  thou  un thank ful child  1 
Beware  thee  :  ihun  the  queen  :  nor  taint  her  ear 
With  £.'//«' s  face.     Yes,  me  (hall  crown  my  love  ; 
Or  by  our  prophet,  me  fhall  dread  my  pow'r. 

[Exit  Barbarofla. 

Ire.  Unhappy  queen  ! 
To  what  new  fcenes  of  horror  art  thou  doom'd  ! 

*  O  cruel  father !  hnplefs  child  !  whom  pity 

*  Compels  to  call  him  cruel  !   Gen'rous  Se/im  f 
'  Poor  injur'd  queen  !'  She  but  intreats  to  die 
In  her  dear  father's  tents  !  thither,  good  queen, 
My  care  fnall  fpend  thee,  while  fufpicion  lleeps.   . 
What  tho'  my  frowning  father  pour  his  rage 
On  my  defer.celefs  head  ?  Yet  innocence 

Shall  y'eld  her  firm  fupport ;  and  confcious  virtue 
Gild  all  my  days.     Cou'd  I  but  fave  Zaphira, 
Let  the  Itorm  beat,  I'll  weep  and  pray,  till  fhe 
"  Bereft  ff  her  lev ' d  lord,  «/*  every  jn^  bereft i* 
And  Hoav'ri  forget,  my  father  e'u  xvas  «rucl.        [Exit. 

u'-^H  vcM 
ACT 
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ACT        II. 

Zaphira  '  and  Female  Slaves1  difcovtSd. 
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HEN   fliall  I  be    at  peace  !  —  O  righteous 

Hcav'n, 

Strengthen  my  fainting  foul,  which  fain  wou'd  rife 
To  confidence  in  thcc  !  —  But  woes  on  woes 
O'erwhelm  rne  !  firft  my  hufband  !  now,  my  fon  ! 
Both  dead  !  both  flaughter'ci  by  the  bloody  hand 
Of  Barbarojfy  !  '  Sweet  content,  farewel  ! 
Farcwel,  iweet  hope  !  grief  is  my  portion  here  ! 
O  dire  ambition  !  what  infernal  pow'r 
Unchain'd  thee  from  thy  native  depth  of  hell, 
To  flalk  the  earth  with  thy  dcitrucTive  train, 
Murder  and  luft  1  to  wafte  domeftic  peace, 
And  ev'ry  heart-felt  joy  !' 

Enter  Othman. 
O  faithful  Oilman  ! 
Our  fears  were  true  !  my  Selim  is  no  more  ! 

Otb.  Has  then  the  fatal  fecret  reach'd  thine  ear  ? 
Inhuman  tyrant! 

Zapb.  Strike  him,  Heav'n,  with  thunder  ! 
Nor  let  Zapbira  doubt  thy  providence. 

Otb.  Twas  what  we  fear'd.     Oppofe  not  Heav'n's 

high  will, 

Nor  ftruggle  with  the  ten-fold  chain  of  fate, 
That  links  thee  to  thy  woes  !  Oh,  rather  yield, 
And  wait  the  happier  hour,    when  innocence 
Shall  weep  no  more.     Reft  in  that  pleafing  hope, 
And  yield  thyfelf  to  Hsav'n.  —  My  honow'd,  queen, 
The  king  - 

Zapb.  Whom  ftil'ft  thou  king  ? 
Otb.   '  'Tis*  B&rbaro/a.  — 
'  He'  means  to  fee  thee.-  - 

Zapk.   '  Curfes  blalt'  the  tyrant  ! 
Does  he  afTume  the  name  of  king  ? 
Otb.  He  does. 

Zapb.  O  title  vilely  purchas'd  !  by  the  blood 
Of"  innocence  !  by  treachery  and  murder  ! 
May  Hcav'n  iuceas'd  pour  down  its  vengeance  on  him  ; 

Blait 
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Blaft  all  his  joys,  and  turn  them  into  horror  ;     ;£  bn/ 

Till  phrenzy  rife,  and  bid  him  cu/fe  the  hour      .  ,--.7 

That  gave  his  crimes  their  birth !  my  faithful  Qtbman, 

My  fole  furviving  prop  !  canft  thou  devife 

No  fecret. means,  by  which  I  may  efcape 

This  hated  palace  !  with  undaunted  ftep 

I'd  roam  the  wafte,  to  reach  my  father's  vales 

Of  dear  Mutija  ! — Can  no  means  be  found, 

To  fly  thefe  black'ning  horrors  that  furround  me  ? 

Oth.  That  hope  is  vain  !  the  tyrant  knows  thy  hate. 
Hence,  day  and  night,  his  '  watchful'  guards   environ 

thee, 

'  Impenetrable  as  walls  of  adamant. 
'  Curb  then  thy  mighty  griefs  :  juftice  and  truth 
'  He  mocks  as  fnadows.'     Roufe  not  then,  his  anger  > 
Let  foft  perfuafion  and  mild  eloquence, 
Redeem  that  liberty,  which  ftern  rebuke 
Wou'd  rob  thee  of  for  ever. 

Zapb.   Cruel  tafc! 

'  For  royalty  to  bow,' — an  injur'd  queen 
To  kneel  for  liberty  !  and,  Oh  !  to  whom  ? 
Ev'n  to  the  murd'rer  of  her  lord  and  fon  ! 
O  perifh  firft,  Zapbira  !  yes,  I'll  die  ! 
For  v/hat  is  life  to  me  !  my  dear,  dear  lord  ! 
My  haplefs  child  !  yes,  1  will  follow  you. 

Oth.  Wilt  thou  not  fee  him,  then  ? 

Zaph,   I  will  not,   Otbman, 
Or  if  I  do,  with  bitter  imprecation, 
More  keen  than  poifon  ihot  from  ferpents  tongues, 
I'll  pour  my  curfes  on  him  ! 

O.'h.  Will  Zapbira 

Tiius  meanly  fink  in  woman's  fruitlefs  rage, 
When  me  mould  wake  revenge  ? 

Zapb.  Revenge  ? — O  tell  me — 
Tell  me  but  how  !  what  can  a  helplefs  woman  ? 

Oth.  Gain  but  the  tyrant's  leave,  and  reach  thy  father  : 
Pour  thy  complaints  before  him  :  let  thy  wrongs 
Kindle  his  indignation,  to  purfue 
This  vile  ufurper,  till  unceafing  war 
Blaft  his  ill-gotten  pow'r. 

Zapb.   Ah  !— fay 'ft  thou,  Otbman  ?  «  [Rifiu%.* 

Thy  words  have  Ihot  like  lightning  thro*  my  frame  j 

And 
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And  all  my  foul's  on  fire!— Thou  faithful  friend  ! 
Ye  - ;    with  more  gentle  fpeech  I'll  footh  his  pride  ; 
Rrgain  my  freedom  !  reach  rny  father's  tents.; 
There  paint  my  countlefs  woes.     His  kindling  rage 
Shall  wake  the  vallies  into  honeft  vengeance  : 
The  fudden  itorm  mail  pour  on  Barbarofla  ; 
And  ev'ry  glowing  warrior  fleep  his  ihafc 
In  deadlier  poifon,  to  revenge  my  wrongs. 

Oth.  There  fpoke  die  queen.     But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy 

freedom 

Touch  rot  on  -SV/rVs  death.    Thy  foul  will  kindle, 
And  pallio n  mount  in  flames  that  will  confume  thee. 

Zafh.  My  murder'd  fon  ! — Yes  to  revenge  thy  death, 
I'll  fpeak  a  language  which  my  heart  difuains. 

•  Oth.  Peace, peace!  the  tyrantcomes:  Now injur'd queen, 
Plead  for  thy  freedom,  hope  for  jult  revenge, 

And  check  each  riling  paflion  !  [Kxit  Otliman. 

Enter  Barbarofl'a. 
Bar.  Hail,  fovereign  fair!  '  Thrice  honor'd  queen  !'  in 

whom 

Beauty  and  majefty  confpire  to  charm  ! 
Behold  the  conqu'ror,  '  whofe  deciding  voice 

*  Can  fpeak  the  fate  of  kingdoms,  at  thy  feet 
'  Liesvanquifh'dbythypow'r  I* 

Zapb.  O  Barbaro/a  ! 

No  more  the  pride  of  conquefl  e'er  can  cliarm 
My  widow'd  heart !  With  my  departed  lord 
My  love  lies  bury'd !  '  I  mould  meet  thy  flame 
'   With  fallen  teurs  and  co!d  indifference.' 
Then  turn  thee  to  fome  happier  fair  whofe  heart 
May  crown  thy  growing  love,  v.ka  love  liacere  1 
>or  I  have  none  to  give  ! 

Sar.  Love  ne'er  Ihoald  die  : 
'Tis  the  foul's  cordial:   'tis  the  fount  of  life; 
Therefore  fi-.ou'd  fpring  eternal  in  the  breaih 

';''.lt  anoihcr  fliou'd  fuccee-! ; 
.-in.d  all  our  life  be  love. 

Z.afb.  Urge  me  no  more  : — Thou  mignt'it  with  equal 

hope 

\Voo  the  cold  marble  weeping  o'er  a  tomb, 
To  int-i-i  ti;\  ;  irif  gen'rous  love 

P,,o!.  ,  nie  proof  finccre  : 

Give 
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SL-i^n-ollrA  R  B  A  R  O  S  S  ^w.^X* 
Give  me  fafe  convoy  to  the  native  vales, 
Of  dear  Mutija,  where  my  father  reigns. 

£ar.-O  blind  to  prorlrrM  blifs !  what,  fondly  quit 
This   '  lefty  palace,  and  the  envy 'd*  pomp 
Of  empire,  for  an  drab's  '  wand'ring'  ten:  : 
Where  the  mock  Cheifiain  leads  his  vagrant  tribes 
From  plain  to  plain,  '  as  thirlt  or  famine  fways'1)1' 

•  Cbfcurely  vain  !'  and  faintly  ffiadows  out 
The  majeity  of  kings  '.—Far  other  joys 

Here  fhall  attend  thy  call :  '  the  winged  bnrk 

'  For  thee  fhall  traverfe  feas  ;  and  ev'ry  clime 

'  Be  tributary  to  Zaplira's  charms. 

'  To  thee,  exalted  fair/  fubmifiive  realms 

Shall  bow  the  neck  ;  and  fwartfiy  kings  and  queeni, 

From  the  far-diftant  Niger  and  the  Nile, 

Drawn  captive  at  my  conqu'ring  chariot-wheels, 

Shall  kneel  before  thee. 

Ztipb,  Ponip  ar.d  pov/'r  are  toys, 
Which  ev'n  the  mind  at  eafe  may  well  difdain, 
But,  ah  !  what  mockery  is  the  tinfel  pride 
Of  fplendor,  when  '  by  wafting  woes/  the  mind 
Lies  defolate  within  ! — Such,  fuch,  is  mine  ! 
O'erwhelm'd  with  ills,  and  dead  to  every  joy  ; 
Envy  me  not  this  lall  requeft,  to  die 
la  my  dear  father's  tents  ! 

Bar.  Thy  fuit  is  vain— 

Zaph.  Thus  kneeling  at  thy  feet— "  Ida  bcfeecb  thee.~- '•* 
•'Bar.  Thou  thanklefs  fair  ! 
Thus  to  repay  the  labours  of  my  love  ? 
'  Hacl  I  notfeiz'd  the  throne  when  Sflimdy'd, 
Ere  this,  thy  foes  had  laid  Algiers  in  ruin  : 
I  chcck'd  the  warring  pow'rs,  and  gave  you  peace. 

'  Zapb.  Peace  doitthoucall  it!  what  can  worfe  bcfear'd 
'  From  the  war's  rage,  than  violence  and  blood  ? 
«  Have  not  unccafing  horrors  mark'd  thy  reign  : 
'  Thro'  fev'n  long  years,   thy  flauglu'ring  fword  hath 
*  reek'd 

*  With  guillle/s  blood. 

• '  Bar.  With  guiltlefs  blood  ? — Take  heed — 
*"Roufe  not  my  Jlumb'ring  rage  :  Nor  vindicate 
'•Thy  country's  guilt  and  trcafon. 

«  Zapb,. 
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'  Z«//?>.  Where  violence  reigns,  there  innocence  isguilti 

*  And  virtue,  treafon. — Know,   Zafbira  fcorns 

'  Thy  menace. — Yes, — thy  flaughtringfword hath reek'd 

*  Withguiltlefs  blood.     Through  thee  exile  and  death 
'.Have  thin'd  jllgieri.    Is  this  thy  boafted  peace  ? 

*  So  might  the  tyger  boaft  the  peace  he  brings, 

'  When  he  o'erleaps  by  Health,  and  waftes  the  fold. 

'  Bar.  Ungrateful  queen  !  I'll  give  thee  proof  of  love, 
'  Beyond  thy  fex's  pride!'   Make  thee  but  mine, 
•I  will  defcend  the  throne,  and  call  thy  fon 
From  bnnimment  to  empire.     • 

Za*L.   Oh,   my  heart! 
Can  1  bear  this  ! —  . 
Inhuman  tyrant!   Curfcs  on  thy  head  ! 
May  dire  remcrfe  and  anguim  haunt  thy  throne, 
And  gender  in  thy  bofom  fell  defp-iir  ! 
Defpair  as  deep  as  mine  ! 

Bar.  What  means  Zapbira  ? 
What  means  this  buiTc  of  grief? 

Zapb.  Thou  fell  dellroyer  ! 

Had  not  guilt  iteel'd  thy  heart,  awak'ning  confcience 
Wou'd  il.iili  conviftion  on  thee,  and  each  look, 
Shot  from  thefe  eyes,   be  arm'd  with  ferpent-horrors, 
To  turn  thee  into  Hone  !  Relentlefs  man  ! 
Who  did  the  bloody  deed  ?  Oh,  tremble  guilt; 
Where'er  thou  art ! — Look  on  me !— -  Tell  me,  tyrant,— 
Who  flew  mv  blamelefs  fon  ? 

Ear.   What  envious  tongue, 

*  My  foe,'  hath  dar'd  to  taint  my  name  with  flandeff" 
'  This  is  the  rumour  of  feme  coz'ning  ilave, 

*  Who  thwarts  my  pence.    Believe  it  not,  Zapbira-t> 
Thy  Selim  lives:  Nay  more  he  foon  mall  3-ign, 

If  thou  con  fen  t  to  blefs  mer 

Zaph.  Never  !   Oh,  never — Sooner  wou'd  I  roam 
An  unknown  exile  through  the  torrid  climes 
Of  dfric,  fooner  dwell  with  wolves  and  tygers, 
Than  mount  with  thee  my  murder'd  Seiini's  throne  ! 

Bar.  Rath  queen,  forbear  ;  think  on  thy  captive-itr.te : 
Remember,  that  within  thefe  palace-walls, 
I  am  omnipotent :  '  That  every  knee 
'  Bends  at  my  dread  approach  :'  Thatfhame  and  hononr, 

Reward 
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Reward  and  punifhrr.ent,  await  my  nod, 
The  vafials  of  my  pleasure. — Yield  thce  then : 
Avert  the  gatlrring-  horrcrs  thatfurround  thee, 
And  dread  my  pow'r  incens'd. 

Zaph.  Dares  thy  licentious  tongue  pollute  mine  ear 
With  that  foul  menace  ! — Tyrant !  Dread'ft  thou  not 
Th'  all-feeing  eye  of  Heav'n,  its  lifted  thunder, 
And  all  the  red'ning  vengeance  which  it  Acres 
P'or  crimes  like  thine  ?  Yet  know  Zapbira  fcorns  thce. 
Tho'  robb'd  by  thee  of  ev'ry  dear  fupport, 
No  tyrant's  threat  can  awe  the  free-born  foul, 
That  greatly  dare  to  die.  [Exit  Zaphira. 

Bar.  Where  fhou'd  fi:e  learn  the  tale  cfSelim's  death  ! 
Cou'd  Otbman  dare  to  tell  it?  If  he  did, 
My  rage  fliall  fweep  him,  fwifter  than  the  whirlwind, 
To  inftant  death  ! — '  Curfe  on  her  iteadinefs  ! 

*  She  lords  it  o'er  my  heart.     There  is  a  charm 

*  Of  majefty  in  virtue,  that  difarms 

'  Reluctant  pow'r,  and  bends  the  ftruggling  will 

*  From  her  moft  firm  refolve.' 

Enter  Aladin. 

0  Aladin  ! 

Timely  thou  com'ft,  to  eafe  my  lab'ring  thought, 
That  fwells  with  indignation  and  defpair. 
This  ftubborn  woman— 

Ala.  What,  unconquer'd  ftill  ? 

Bar.  The  news  ofSelita's  fate  hath  reach  her  ear. 
Whence  could  this  come  ! 
'    Ala.  I  can  refolve  the  doubt. 
A  female  flave,  attendant  on  Zaphira, 
O'erheard  the  meflenger  who  brought  the  tale, 
And  gave  it  to  her  ear. 

Bar.  Perdition  feize  her ! 
Nor  threats  can  move,  norpromife  now  allure 
Her  haughty  foul :  Nay  me  defies  my  pow'r  : 
And  talks  of  death,  as  if  her  female  form 
Infhrin'd  fome  hero's  fpirit. 

Ala.  Let  her  rage  foam. 

1  bring  thee  tidings  that  will  eafe  thy  pain. 

Bar.  Say'ft  thou  ?— Speak  on— O  give  me  quick  relief  !-• 
Ala.  The  gallant  youth  is  come,  who  flew  her  fon. 

Bar. 
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Bar.  Who?  Ow*r/ 

v^/a.  No  ;   unhappy  Omar  fell 
By  Selim's  hand.     But  Achmet,  whom  he  join'd 
His  brave  aflbciate,  fo  the  youth  bids  tell  thee, 
Reveng'd  his  death  by  Seliins. 

Bar.  Gallant  youth  ! 
Bears  he  the  fignet  ? 

Ala.   Ay. 

Bar.   That  fpeaks  him  true. — Condufl  him,  Aladin. 

[Exit  Aladin, 

This  is  beyond  my  hope.     The  fecret  pledge 
Reitor'd,  prevents  fufpicion  of  the  deed, 
While  it  confirms  it  done. 

Enter  Selim  difguis'd  as  Achmet  and  Aladin. 

Selim.  Hail,  mighty  Barbaroffa!  As  the  pledge  [Kneels. 
Of  Selim's  death,  behold  thy  ring  reftor'd  : 
That  pledge  will  fpeak  the  rell.      . 

Bar.  Rife,  valiant  youth  ! 

But  firft,  no  more  a  flave — I  give  thee  freedom. 
Thou  art  the  youth  whom  Omar  (now  no  more) 
Join'd  his  companion  in  this  brave  attempt  ? 

Selim.  I  am. 

Bar.  Then  tell  me  how  you  fped. — Where  found  ye 
That  infolent  ! 

Selim.  We  found  him  at  Oran, 
Plotting  deep  mifchief  to  thy  throne  and  people. 

Bar.  Well  ye  repaid  the  traitor. — 

Selim.  As  we  ought. 

While  night  drew  on,  we  leapt  upon  our  prey. 
Full  at  his  heart  brave  Omar  aim'd  the  poignard, 
Which  Selim  fhunning,  wrench'd  it  from  his  hand, 
Then  plung'd  it  in  his  breaft.     I  hafted  on. 
Too  late  to  fave,  yet  I  reveng'd  my  friend  : 
My  thirfty  dagger  with  repeated  blow, 
Search'd  every  artery :  They  fell  together, 
Gafping  in  folds  of  mortal  enmity  ; 
And  thus  in  frowns  expir'd. 

Bar.  Well  haft  thou  fped. 
Thy  dagger  did  its  office,  faithful  Acbmet ; 
And  high  reward  (hall  wait  thee.  —  One  thing  more- 
Be  the  thought  fortunate  ! — Go,  feek  the  queen. 

3  For 
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For  know  the  rumour  of  her  Se/in's  death 

Hath  reach'd  her  ear  :  Hence  dark  fufpicions  riff, 

Glancing  at  me.     Go,  tell  her,  that  thou  faw'ft 

Her  Ton  expire ;  that  with  his  dying  breath, 

He  did  conjure  her  to  receive  my  vows, 

And  give  her  country  peace . — '  That,  fure  will  lull 

*  Sufpicion.     jfladin,  that  fure  will. win  her. 

'  Ala.  'Tis  wifely  thought. — Itmuft.' 
Enter  Othman. 

.Btfr.Moft  welcome  -Qtbman. 
Behold  this  gallani  ftranger.     He  hath  done 
The  ftate  good  fervice.     Let  fome  high  re\vard 
Await  him,  fuch  as  may  o'erpay  his  zeal. 
Conduct  him  to  the  queen  ;  for  he  hath  news 
Worthy  her  ear,  from  her  departed  fon  ; 
Such  as  may  win  her  love — Come,  Aladin  : 
The  banquet  waits  our  prefence  :  feftal  jcy 
Laughs  in  the  mantling  goblet ;  and  the  night, 
Jllumin'd  by  the  taper's  dazzling  beam, 
Rivals  departed  day.  [Exeunt.  Barb. 

Seli n.  What  anxious  thought 
Rolls  in  thine  eye,  and  heaves  thy  lab'ring  breaft  ? 
Why  join'ft  thou  not  the  loud  excefs  of  joy, 
That  riots  thro'  the  palace  ? 

Otb.  Dar'il  thou  tell  me, 
On  what  dark  errand  thou  art  here  ? 

Selim.  I  dare. 

Doft  thou  not  perceive  the  favagc  lines  of  blood 
Deform  my  vifage  ?  Read'it  not  in  mine  eye 
Remorfelefs  fury  ? — I  am  Setim's  murd'rer. 

Otb.   4$<7.';;;'s  murd'rer ! 

Selim.  Start  not  from  me. 
My  dagger  thirfts  not  but  for  regal  blocd. 
Why  this  amazement  ? 

Otb.  Amazement  ? — No— 'Tis  well. — 'tis  as  it  mould 

be— 
He  was  indeed  a  foe  to  Barbaro/a. 

Selim.  And  therefore  to  Algiers  : — Was  it  not  fa  ? 
Why  doft  thou  paufe  ?  What  paffion  makes  thy  frame  ? 

Otb.  Fate,  do  thy  worft  !  J  can  no  mere  difTemble  i— 
Can  I  unmov'd  behold  the  murd 'ring  ruffian, 
Smear 'U  with  my  prince's  blood  ! — Go,  tell  the  tyrant, 

Otkmaa 
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defies  his  pow'r;  that,  tir'd  with  life, 
ije  dares  his  bloody  hand,  and  pleads  to  die. 

iV.'.vw.  What,  didft  thou  love  this  Se/imf 

Otb.  All  men  lov'd  him. 
He  was  offuch  unmix'd  and  blamelefs  quality, 
That  envy,  .at  his  praife  ftood  mute,  nor  dar'd 
To  fully  his  fair  name!  Remorfelefs  tyrant ! 

Se/im.  I  do  commend  thy  faith.  And  fmce  thou  lov'ir. 
I'll  whifper  to  thee,  that  with  honeft  guile  {him, 

I  have  deceiv'd  this  tyrant  BarbaroJJ'a; 
Se/im  is  yet  alive. 

Otb.  Alive! 

Sclim.  Nay,  more— — 
Sflim  is  in  Algiers. 

Olb.   Impoffible  ! 

Stlim.  Nay,  if  thou  doubt'ft,  I'll  bring  him  hither, 

Oth.  Not  for  an  empire  !  [ftraight. 

Thou  might'll  as  well  bring  the  devoted  Jamb 
Into  the  tyger's  den. 

Seiim.  But  I'll  bring  him 
Hid  in  fuch  deep  difguife,  as  (hall  deride 
Sufpicion,  tho'  me  wear  the  lynx's  eyes. 
Not  ev'n  thyfelf  couldft  know  him. 

Otb.  Yes,  fure:  too  fure,  to  hazard  fuch  an  awful 
Trial ! 

Sclim.  Yet  feven  revolving  years,  worn  out 
In  tedious  exile,  may  have  wrought  fuch  change 
Of  voice  and  feature,  in  the  ilate  of  youth, 
As  might  elude  thine  eye. 

Gth.  No  time  can  blot 
The  mem'ry  of  his  fweet  majeflic  mien, 
The  luftre  of  his  eye !  befides  he  wears, 
A  mark  indelible,  a  beauteous  fear, 
Made  on  his  forehead  by  a  furious  pard, 
Which,  rufhing  on  his  mother,  Sc/im  flew. 

Selim.  A  fear ! 

O:b.  Ay,  .on  his  forehead, 

Srlim.   What,  like  this?  [Lifting  bis  tur  inn. 

Otb.  Whom  do  I  fee  ! — am  I  awake  ! — my  prino- ! 

T   rs         j 

My  honour'd,  Lonoui  'd  king ! 
B 
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'Selim.  Rife,  faithful  Otbman. 
Thus  let  me  thank  thy  truth !  [Embraces  him. 

Qtb,   O  happy  hour  ! 

Selim.  Why  doll  thou  tremble  thus  ?  Why  grafp  my 

hand  ? 
And  why  that  ardent  gaze  ?  Thou  canft  not  doubt  me  ! 

Oth.  Ah,  no!  I  fee  thy  fire  in cv'ry  line. • 

How  did  my  prince  efcape  the  murd'rer's  hand? 

Selim.  I  wrench'd  the  dagger  from  him ;  and  gave  back 
That  death  he  meant  to  bring.     The  ruffian  wore 
The  tyrant's  iignet : — Take  this  ring,  he  cry'd, 
The  fole  return  my  dying  hand  can  make  thee 
For  its  accurs'd  attempt :  this  pledge  reftor'd, 
Will  prove  thee  flain:   '  Safe  may'ft  thou  fee  Algiers, 
*  Unknown  to  all.' — This  faid,  th'  afTafiin  dy'd. 

Otb.  But  how  to  gain  admittance,  thus  unknown  ? 

Selim  Difguis'd  as  Se/im's  murderer  I  conic  : 
Th'  accomplice  of  the  deed  :  the  ring  reltor'd, 
G  ain'd  credence  to  my  words. 

Otb.  Yet  ere  thou  cam'il,  thy  death ivas  rumour'd  here. 

Selim.  I  fpread  the'  flntt'ring  tale,  and  fent  it  hither  ; 
'  That  babbling  rumour,  like  a  lying  dream, 
'  Might  make  belief  more  eafy.'     Tell  me,  Otbman, 

And  yet  I  tremble  to  approach  the  theme, 

How  fares  my  mother?  does  ihe  itill  retain 
Her  native  greatnefs  ? 

Oth.  Still :  in  vain  the  tyrant 
Tempts  her  to  marriage,  tho'  with  impious  threats 
Of  death  or  violation. 

Selim.  May  kind  Heav'n. 
Strengthen  her  virtue,  and  by  me  reward  it ! 
When  (hall  I  fee  her,  Otbman? 

Otb.  Yet,  my  prince, 
I  tremble  for  thy  prefcnce. 

Selim.  Let  not  fear 
Sully  thy  virtue  :  'tis  the  lot  of  guilt 
To  tremble.     What  hath  innocence  to  do  with  fear  ? 

'  Otb.  Yet  thmk— fhpuld  Barbarc/a 

'  Selim.  Dread  him  not — 

•*  Thou  know'ft  by  his  command,  I  fee  Zaphira, 
1  And  wrapt  in  this  difgnife,  I  walk  fecure, 
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*  As  if  from  Heav'n  fome  guardian  pow'r  attending, 

*  Threw  ten-fold  night  around  me.' 

Oth.  Still  my  heart 
Forebodes  fome  dire  event ! — O  quit  thefe  walls ! 

Selim.  Not  till  a  deed  be  done,  which  ev'ry  tyrant 
Shall  tremble  when  he  hears. 

Oth.  What  means  my  prince  ? 

Selim.  To  take  juil  vengeance  for  a  father's  blood, 
A  mother's  fufPrings,   and  a  people's  groans. 

Otb.  Alas,  my  prince  !  thy  fmgle  arm  is  weak 
To  combat  multitudes ! 

Selim.  Therefore  I  come, 

Clad  in  this  murd'rers  guife — Ere  morning  mines, 
This,  Othman — this — flull  drink  the  tyrant's  blood. 

[  Shews  a  dagger. 

Otb.  Heav'n  fhield  thy  '  precious'  life — Let  caution 
Thy    '  headlong'  zeal !  [rule. 

Selim.  Nay,   think  not  that  I  come 
Blindly  impell'd  by  fury  or  defpair : 
For  I  have  feen  our  friends,  and  parted  now 
From  SatU  and  Almanz,or. 

Oth.  Say what  hope  ? 

My  foal  is  all  attention.' 

Selim.  Mark  me,  then  ; 
A  chofen  band  of  citizens  this  night 
Will  ftorm  the  palace  :  while  the  glutted  troops 
Lie  drcnch'd  in  furfeit ;  the  confed'rate  city, 
Bold  thro'  defpair,  have  fworn  to  break  their  chain 
By  one  wide  flaughter.     I,  mean  time,  have  gain'd 
The  palace,  and  will  wait  th'  appointed  hour, 
To  guard  Zapbira  from  the  tyrant's  rage, 
Amid'  the  deathful  uproar. 

Otb.  Heav'n  protect  thee—— 
'Tis  dreadful What's  the  hour? 

Selim.  1  left  our  friends 
In  fecret  council.     Ere  the  dead  of  night 
Brave  Sadi  will  report  their  lail  refolves.— 
Now  lead  me  to  the  queen. 

Oth.  Brave  prince,  beware! 
Her  joy's  or  fear's  excefs,  wou'd  fure  betmy  thee. 
Thou  ih alt  not  fee  her,  till  the  tyrant  perifn ! 

B  2  .   Selim. 
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f  Selim.  I  muft. — 1  feel  fome  fccret  impulfe  urge  me, 
Who  knows  that  'tis  northe  lalt  parting  interview*  :L 
We  ever  (hall  obtain? 

Otb.  Then,  on  thy  life, 

Do  not  reveal  thyfelf. Aflame  the  name 

Of  Selim^  friend;  fen  t  to  confirm  her  virtue, 
find  warn  her  that  he  lives. 

Selim.  It  mall  be  fo  :  I  yield  me  to  thy  will. 

Oth.  Thou  greatly  daring  youth  !  May  angels  watch, 
And  guard  thy  upright  purpofe  !  That  Algiefs 
May  reap  the  blellings  of  thyvirtuous  reign, 
And  all  thy  godlike  father  mine  in  thee !  [venge 

Selim.   Oh,  thou  haft  rouz'd  a  thought,  on  which  re- 
Mounts  with  redoubled  fire  ! — Yes,  here,  ev'n  here, — 
Beneath  this  very  roof,  my  honour'd  father 
Shed  round  his  bleflings,   'fill  accurfed  treach'ry 
Stole  on  his  peaceful  hour !  O  bleffed  made  ! 
If  yet  thou  hover'ft  o'er  thy  once-lov'd  clime, 
Now  aid  me  to  redrefs  thy  bleeding  wrongs ! 
Infufe  thy  mighty  fpirit  into  my  breaft, 
'  Thy  firm  and  dauntlefs  fortitude,  urmu/d 

*  By  peril,  pain,  or  death  T'  that  undifmay'd, 
I  may  purfue  the  juft  intent :   and  dare 

Or  bravely  to  revenge,  or  .bra\-ely  die. 

[E.rennt. 
' 
;  :-     .',.':'; , ; 

APT  TT1 

A     ^      L         11J-  ,vnl 

E        I 

:ff?r--'  * 

CAN  air-drawn  vifions  mock  the  waking  eye  ? — 
Sure  'twas  his  image  ! — '  Yet,  his  prefence  here — 
'  After  full  rumour  had  confirm'd  him  dead  !      •     -v^ 
'  Beneath  thisvhoftile  roof  to  court  dell  ruction  !     '  'orlT 
'•It  itaggers  all  belief!  Silent  he  mot 

*  Athwart  my  view,  amid' the  glimmering  lamps}  3n'M 
«  With  iwift  andg-hoit-like  Rep,  that  feem'd  to  ftiuri^1' 
'  All  human  conv"cdc.'     This  way,  fure  he  mov'd.  . 
Bat  Oh,  hcwchu^d!  He  weaw' no  g^rtle 
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f>ut  terror  in  his  frown.     He  coracs. — 'I  is  he  :  —  I  oiW 
For  Qthman  points  him  thither,  and  departs.          /a  ;>7/. 
Difguis'd,  he  fecks  the  queen  :  fecure,  perhaps,  ,-hO 
And  heedlefs  of  the  ruin  that  furrouads  him. 
O  generous  Selim  !  can  I  fee  thee  thus  ; 
And  not  forewarn  fuch  virtue  of  its  fate  ! 
Forbid  it  gratitude ! 

Enter  Selim. 

Selita.  Be  OiJL,  ye  fighs.! 
Ye  flruggling  tears  of  filial  love,  be  ftill. 
Down,  down  fond  heart ! 

Ire.  Why,  iijanger,  doft  thou  wander  here ? 

Selim.    Oh,  ruin!  [Shunning  her* 

Ire.  Bleft,  is  Irene!  Bleft  if  SeRm  lives! 

Selim.  Am  I  betray'd! 

Tre.  Betray'd  to  whom  ?  To  her 
Whofe  grateful  heart  would  rufh  oa  death  to  fave  thee» 

Selim.  It  was  my  hope, 

That  time  had  veil'd  all  femblance  of  my  youth, 
*  And  thrown  the  mafk  of  manhood  o'er  my  vifage.'— ' 
Am  I  then-  known  ? 

Ire.  To  none,  bat  love  and  me.— 
To  me,  who  late  beheld  thee  at  Oran  ; 
Who  faw  thee  here,  befet  with  unfeen  perifr 
And  flew  to  fave  the  guardian  of  my  honour. 

Selim.  Thou  fum  of  ev'ry  worth  !    Thou  Heav'n  of 

fweetnefs  ! 

How  cou'd  I  pour  forth  all  my  foul  before  thee. 
In  vows  of  endlefs  truth  ! — It  muft  not  be ! — 
This  is  my  deftin'd  goal ! — The  manfion  drear, 
Where  grief  and  anguifh  dwell !  where  bitter  tearsr 
And  fighs,  and  lamentations,  choak.  the  voice, 
And  quench  the  flame  of  love  ! 

Ire.  Yet,   virtuous  prince, 
Tho'  love  befilent,  gratitude  may  fpenk. 
Hear  then  her  voice,  which  warns  thee  from  thefe  walls. 
Mine  be  the  grateful  taflc,  to  tell  the  queen, 
Her  Selim  lives.     Ruin  and  death  inclofe  thee. 
O  fpeed  thee  hence,  while  yet  deftruilion  fleeps  ! 

'  Srli/n,  Too  generous  maid!     OHeav'u!  that  Barr 

f:  Shou'd  be  Irene's  fatiier.  rtarofl* 

B  3  «  Ire. 
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'  Ire.  Injur'd  prince  ! 

'  Lofe  not  a  thought  on  me!  I  know  thy  wrongs, 
'  And  merit  not  thy  love.     No,   learn  to  hate  me. 
'  Or  if  Irene  e'er  can  hope  fuch  kiudnefs, 
'  Firftpity,  then  forget  me  ! 

'  Selim.   When  I  do, 
1  May  Heav'n  pour  down  its  righteous  vengeance  on  me ! 

'  Ire.  Hence  !  haftc  thee,  hence  !' 

Sclim.  Wou'd  it  were  pofiible  ! 

Ire.  What  can  prevent  it  ? 

Selim.  Juilice!  Fate,  andjuftice! 
A  murder'd  father's  wrongs ! 

'  Ire.  Ah,  prince,  take  heed ! 
4  I  have  a  father  too  ! 

'  Selim.  What  did  I  fay?— my  fat'ier !— not  my  father.- - 

'  Can  I  depart  till  I  have  feen  Zapbira  <" 

'   In.  Juftice,  faid'ftthou? 

That  word  hath  ftruck  me,   like  a  peal  of  thunder  ! 
'phine  eye,  which  wont  to  melt  with  gentle  love, 
Now  glares  with  terror !  Thy  approach  by  night— 
Thy  dark  difguife,   thy  looks  and  fierce  demeanour, 
Yes,  all  confpire  to  tell  me,    I  am  loft  ! 
"  Ab!  prince,   take  heed!   I  have  a  father  too  .'" 
Think,  .Setim,  what  Irene  mull  indure, 
Shon'd  (ha  be  guilty  of  a  father's  blood  ! 

'  Selim.   A  father's  blood  ! 

'  Ire.   Too  fure.      In  vain  thou  hid'fl: 
'  Thy  dire  intent !  Forbid  it,  Heav'n,  Irene 
4  Shou'd  fee  deftruclion  hov'ring  o'er  her  father, 
'  And  not  prevent  the  blow  ! 

«  Selim.  Is  this  thy  love, 
'  Thy  gratitude  to  him,  who  fav'd  thy  honour  ? 

*  Ire.  'Tis  gratitude  to  him  who  gave  me  life : 
'  He  who  preferv'd  me  claims  the  fecond  place.    .  j:  ai-jQ 

'  Selim.  Is  he  not  a  tyrant,  murderer? 

f  Ire.  O  fpare  my  fhame!  I  am  his  daughter  ftilii  rO 

'  Selim.  Wou'dfl  thou  become  the  partner  of  his  crime*  ? 

'  Ire.  Forbid  it,  Heav'n !— Yet  I  muft  fave  a  father  !' 

Selim.  Come  on  then.  Lead  me  to  him.    Glut 
With  Sclim' &  blood——  *'no"l  r. 

'.vjit  -j;>l  Jon  Jln^o 
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Ire.  Was  e'er  diltrefs  like  mine  ! 
O  Selim,  can  I  fee  my  father  perifh  ! 
'  Wou'd  I  had  ne'er  been  born  !  [ll'eept* 

'  Setim.     Thou  virtuous  maid  ! 
'  My  heart  bleeds  for  thec  ! 

.  '  Ire.'  Quit,  O  quit  thefe  walls  I 
Heav'n  will  ordain  fome  gentler,   happier  means, 
To  heal  thy  woes  !  Thy  dark  attempt  is  big 
With  horror  and  deftruftion  !   Generous  prince  ! 
Refign  thy  dreadful  purpofe,  and  depart ! 

Selim.   May  not  I  fee  Zapbira,  ere  I  go  ? 
Thy  gentle  pity  will  not,  lure,  deny  us 
The  mournful  pleafure  of  a  parting  tear  ? 

Ire.  Go,  then,  and  give  her  peace.     But  fly  thefe 
As  foon  as  morning  fhines  : — Elfe,  tho'  defpair  [walls, 
Drives  me  to  madnefs  ; — yet — to  fave  a  father  ! — 
O  Selim  !  fpare  my  tongue  the  horrid  fentence  ! 
Fly  !  ere  deltruftion  feize  thee  !  {Exit  Irene. 

Selim.  Death  and  ruin  ! 

Muft  I  then  fly  ?— what !— coward-like  betray 
My  father,  mother,  friends ! — Vain  terrors,  hence  ! 
Danger  looks  big  to  Fear's  deluded  eye  : 
But  courage  on  the  heights  and  iteeps  of  fate, 
Dares  fnatch  her  glorious  purpofe  from  the  edge 
Of  peril  :  And  while  fick'ning  caution  fhrinks, 
Or  felf-betray'd,  falls  headlong  down  the  fteep ; 
Calm  refolution,  unappall'd,  can  walk 
The  giddy  brink,  fecure. — Now  to  the  queen. — 
How  mall  I  dare  to  meet  her  thus  unknown  ! 
How  ftifle  the  warm  tranfports  of  my  heart, 
That  pants  at  her  approach ! — Who  waits  the  queen  ? 
"  Who  'waits  Zaphira  ?" — 

Enter  a  female  Slave. 

Slave.  Whence  this  nitruJion,  ilranger  ?  at  an  hour 
Deilin'd  to  red  ? 

Selim.  I.  come,  to  feek  the  queen, 
On  matter  of  fuch  iinport,  as  may  chum 
Her  fpeedy  audience. 

Slu--ve.   Thy  requeft  is  vain, 

Ev'n  now  the  queen  hath  heard  die  mournful  tale 
Of  her  fon's  death,  and  drown'd  in  grief  ihe  lies. 
Thou  canft  not  fee  her. 

B  4  Selim. 


Selim.  Tell  the  queen,  I  come 
On  njeflage  from^er  dear,  ^ar 
And  bring  his  laft  requefl. 

Slave.  I'll  hafte  to  tell  her. 

•  With  all  a  mother's  tend'reH  love  fhc'11  fly, 

'  To  meet  that  name.'  [Exit  S!iivcr 

Selinf.  O  ill-diffembling  heart  !  —  My  ev'ry  limb 
Trembles  with  grateful  terror  !  —  *  Wou'd  to  1  Iea\;S»   j.^ 
'  I  had  not  come  !'  Some  look,  or  flatting  tear, 
Will  fure  betray  me  —  Honeit  guile  affiit 
My  fault-ring  tongue! 

Enter  Zanhira. 

"•Z*pb>  -Where  is  this  pious  ftranger  ? 
5*y,.  generous  youth,  whofe  pity  leads  thee  thus 
To  feek  the  weeping-  manfrons  of  clLlrefs  ! 
Did'ft  thou  behold  in  death  my  haplefs  fon  ? 

*  Did'ft  thou  receive  my  Se/im's  parting  breath  ?' 

T*k'   11  1  »  * 

Did  he  remember  me  r 

Selim.   Moft  honour'd  queen  ! 

SR-^SCtSfif  Jefe,gu(hinS  tears  that  flow 
loftediftrefs  like  .thine! 
•a*A.  I  thank  thy  pity  ! 
Tis  generous  thus  to  feel  for  others  woe.  — 
What  of  my  fon  ?  Say,  didft  thou  fee  him  die  ? 

Sclim,  By  Barbaro/a's  dread  command  I  come, 
To  tell  thee,  that  thefe  eyes  alone  beheld  \fiVI 

' 


Thy  -foil  expire.  '   o 

•  Zap!,.  O  Heav'n  !—  my  child  !  my  child  ! 
'  Selim.  That  ev'n  in  death,  the  pious  youth  remem-. 

•  His  royal  mother's  woes.'  [ber'd 

Zaph.  <  Where,  where  was  I  !' 

Ildendefs  fate  !  —  that  I  fhou'd  be  deny'd 

/-i  •      •«  /*          i    •  '  •     *l 

The  mournful  privilege  to  fee  him  cue  ! 

To  clafp  him  in  the  agony  of  death, 

And  catch  his  parting  foul  !  Oh  tell  me  all, 

All  that  he  faid  and  look'd  ?  Deep  in  my  heart 

That  I  may  treafurc  ev'ry  parting  word, 

Eacfc'dying  whifper  of  my  dear,  dear  Ton  ! 

Selim.  Let  not  my  words  offend.  —  Whr.t  if  he  faid, 
Go,  tell  my  hapjefs  motlier,  that  her  tears 
Have  it:  eam'd  too  long  :  Then  bid  her  v/eep  no 
ib 
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Bid  her  forget  the  hufband  and  the  fon,  \  i  nO 

In  Barbarojfa's  arms  ! 

Zafb.   O  bafely  falfc  ! 

Thoir  art  fome  creeping  Have  to  Barbarojfat 
Sent  to  furprife  my  unfufpefting  heart ! 
Vile  flave,  begone  ! — My  fon  betray  me  thus  !— — 
Could  he  have  e'er,  con  ceiv'd  fo  bafe  a  purpofe, 
My  griefs  for  him  Qiou'd  end  in  great  difdain  ! — 
But  he  was  brave  ;  and  fcorn'd  a  thought  fo  vile  \ 
Wretched  Zapbiraf  How  art  thoa  become 
The  fport  of  flaves  ! — '  O  griefs  incurable  !' 

Selim.  Yet  hope  for  peace,  unhappy  queen  !  Thy  woes 
May  yet  have  end. 

Zapb.   Why  weep'ft  thou,  crocodile  ? 
Thy  treacherous  tears  are  vain. 

Sclin:.  My  tears  are  honefl. 
I  am  not  what  thcu  think'ft. 

Zafb.  Who  art  thou  then  ? 

Selim.    Oh,  my  full   heart — I  am — thy  friend,   and 

I  come  not  to  infult,  but  heal  thy  woes \_Stlim' f, 

Now  check  thy  heart's  wild  tuniult,  while  I  tell  theet— • 
Perhaps — thy  fon  yet  lives. 

Zapb.  Lives !   O  gracious  Heav'n  ! 
Do  I  not  dream  ?  fay,  ftranger, — didli  thoa  tell  :ne, 
Perhaps  my  Selim  lives  ? — What  do  I  afk  ? 
Wild,  wild,  arid  fruitlefs  hope  ! — What  mortal  pow'r 
Can  e'er  re-animate  his  mangled  corfe, 
Shoot  life  into  the  cold  and.  filent  tomb, 
Or  bid  the  ruthlefs  grave  give  up  its  dead  ! 

Selim.  O  pow'rful  Nature,  thou  wilt. fare  betray  me  ! 

ix>>. 

Thy  Se/fa  lives :  For  fmce  his  runjour'd.  death, 
I  faw  him  at  Oran. 

'   Zapb.   Yc  heav'nly  pow'rs  ! — . 

•  Didft  thou  not  fay,  thou  faw'll  my  fon  expire  ? 
•*  Didft  not  ev'n  now  relate  his  dying  words  r 

'  Selim.  It  was  an  horieft  fallhood^  meant  to  prove 
'  Zafbira's  unftain'd  virtue. 

'   Zafb.   Why — but  Otbman. — 

*  Othrfinn  affirm'd  that  my  pt  or  fon  was^drad  ;  ;  . 
'   And  I  "hr.xtj  heard,  the  murderer  is  come, 

'  Ii.  triunvgh  o'er  his  dear  and  innocent  bleed, 
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'  Selim.  I  amt  that  murderer. — Beneath  this  <r \i\\c, 

*  I  fpread  th'  abortive  tale  of  Selim's  death, 
'  And  haply  won  the  tyrant's  confidence. 

'  Hence  gain'd  acccfs  :  and  from  thy  Sf/i.-a  tell  thee, 

*  Selim  yet  lives ;  and  honours  all  thy  virtues. 

*  Zapb.  O   generous  youth,   who  art    thou  ! — From 
what  clime 

*  Comes  fuch  exalted  virtue,  as  dares  give 

'  A  paufe  to  griefs  like  mine ! — As  dares  approach, 
'  And  prop  the  ruin  tott'ring  on  its  bafc, 

*  Which  felfiin  caution  muns  I — Oh  fay — who  art  thou? 

c  Selim.  A  friendlefs  youth,  fe!f-bani!hed  with  thy  fon  ; 
'  Long  his  companion  in  diftrefs  and  danger : 
'  One  who  rever'd  thy  worth  in  profp'rous  days : 
«  And  more  reveres  thy  virtue  in  diflref.5.' 

Zapb.  O  gentle  ftranger — Mock  not  my  woes, 
But  te  1  me  truly, — does  my  Selim  live  ? 

folim.  He  does,  by  Heav'n  ! 

Zapb.   ft  Q  generous  Heaven  !  thou  at  l:ngtb  o'er  pay' ft 
*'  My  bitter  eft  pangs,  if  my  dear  Selim  lives  !iy 
And  does  he  itill  remember 
His  father's  wrongs,  and  mine  ! 

Selim.  He  bade  me  tell  thee, 
That  in  his  heart  indelibly  are  itamp'd 
His  father's  wrongs,  and  thine  :  that  he  but  waits 
'Till  awful  jultice  may  unfheath  her  fword, 

*  And  lull  and  mprder  tremble  at  her  frown  !' 
That  till  the  arrival 'of  that  happy  hour, 
Deep  in  his  foul  the  hidden  fire  fliall  glow, 
And  his  breaft  labour  with  the  great  revenge! 

'  Zapb.   Eternal  bleHings  crown  my  virtuous  fon  ! 
«  I  feel  my  heart  revive  !  Here,  peace  once  more 

*  Begins  to  dawn.' 

Selim.  Much  honour'd  queen,  farewcl. 

Zapb.  Not  yet, — not  yet ; — indulge  a  mother's  love  ! 
In  thee,  the  kind  companion  of  his  griefs, 
Methinks  I  fcc  my  Selim  ftand  before  me. 
Depart  not  yet.     A  thoufand  fond  requefts 
Croud  on  niy  mind.  Wimes,  and  pray'rs  and  tears, 
Are  all  I  have  to  give.     O  bear  him  thefe ! 

Selim.  Take  comfort  then  ;  for  know  thy  fon,  o'erjoy'd 

To  refcue  thee,  wou'd  bleed  at  ev'ry  vein  ! 

Bid 
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Bid  her,  he  faid,  yet  hope  we  may  be  bleft  ! 

Bid  her  remember  that  the  ways  of  Heav'n, 

Tho'  dark,  are  juft :  that  oft  fome  guardian  pow'r 

Attends  uufeen  to  fave  the  innocent ! 

But  if  high  Heav'n  decrees  our  fall, — Oh  bid  her 

Firmly  to  wait  the  llroke,  prepar'd  alike 

To  live  or  die  !    '  a^  1  then  he  wept  as  I  do.' 

Zaph.    "   Eternal .  blejjtngs    crcw/i   my    <v!rtt;cus  fon  /" 
O  righteous  Heav'n  !   '  thou  haft  at  length  o'crpay'd 
'  My  bitt'reft  pangs  ;  if  my  dear  Sellm  lives, 

*  And  lives  for  me  ! — hear  my  departing  pray'r  :  [Kneels. 
'  O  fpare  my  fon  !' — Proteft'his  tender  years  ! 

Be  thou  his  guide  through  dangers  and  diftrefs  ! 

Soften  the  rigours  of  his  cruel  exile, 

And  lead  him  to  his  throne  !  — '  when  I  am  gore, 

'  Blefs  thou  his  peaceful  rc-ign  !   Oh,  early  bicii  him 

'  With  the  fweet  pledges  of  connubial  love  j 

'  That  he  may  win  hi;>  virtue's  juft  reward, 

'  And  tafte  the  raptures  wU'ch  a  parent's  heart 

'  Reaps  from  a  child  like  him  !  not  for  myfelf.— — — 

*  But  my  dear  fon, — accept  :ny  parting  tears !' 

[£A-//  Zaphira. 

Seli;n.  Now,   fwelling  heart, 
Indulge  the  luxury  of  grief!   flow  tears  ! 
And  rain  down  tranfport  in  the  fhape  of  forrow  ! 
Yes,  I  have  footh'd  her  woes ;  have  found  her  noble  : 
And  to  have  giv'n  this  refpite  to  her  pangs, 
O'erpays  till  pain  and  peril  !— Pow'rful  virtue  ! 
How  infinite  thy  joys,  when  ev'n  thy  griefs 
Are  pleaiing  !-— '  Thou,  fuperior  to  the  frowns 
'  Of  fate,  canlt  pour  thy  funflvine  o'er  the  foul, 
'  And  brighten  woe  to  rapture  !* 

./•  Othman  and  Sadi. 
Honour'd  friends ! 
How  goes  the  nigiit  ? 

Sadi.    'Tis  Wfll-nigh  midnight. 

Otb.  What — in  tears,  ray  prince? 

Selzot.   But  tears  of  joy  :    for  I  have  feen  Zapbirat 
Andpour'd  the  balm  of  peace  into  her  brea/t  : 
Think  not  thefe  tears  unnerve  me,  valiant  friends; 
They  have  but  harmonixM  my  foul:  and  wak'd 

B  (6  ,  .        All 
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All  that  is  man  within  me,  to  difdain         ir.a  ai  flai  wfT 

Peril,  or  death. — What  tiding  from  -tbtficityffnwoib  si J 

&&//.   All,  all  is  ready.     Our  confed'ratc  friends • 
Burn  with  impatience,  till  the  hour  arrive. 

Selim.  What  is  the  fignal  of  th'  appointed  hour  ? 

Saeii,  The  midnight  watch  gives  fignal  of  oar  meeting  :• 
And  when  the  fecond  watch  of  night  is  rung, 
The  work  of  death  begins. 

Seitia.  Speed,  fpeed  ye  minutes!   !  I  wo)  ^m.  IL 
Now  let  the  rifmg  whirlwind  (hake  Algitrs,  >/il  sviab^l  • 
And  jultice  guide  the  ftorm  !  «  Scarce  two  hours  hcncfr— 

'  Stf<#.  Scarce  more  than  one. 

'  Sfhin,'  Oh,  as  ye  love  my  life, 
Let  your  zeal  haften  on  the  great  event : 
The  tyrant's  daughter  found,  and  knew  me  here  ; 
And  half  fufpefts  thecaufe. 

Otb,  Too  daring  prince, 
Retire  with  us  !  her  fears  will  fure  betray  thee  ! 

Selim.  What  ?  leave  my  helplefs  mother  here  a  prey 
To  cruelty  and  luft — I'll  periin  firft  : 
This  very  night  the  tyrant  threatens  violence  : 
I'll  watch  his  fteps :  I'll  haunt  him  thro'  the  palace  : 
And,  ftiou'd  he  meditate  a  deed;  fo  vile, 
I'll  hover  o'er  him  like  an  unfeen  peftilencer 
And  blaft  him  in  his  guilt ! 

Sadi.  Intrepid  prince  ! 
Worthy  of  empire  ! — Yet  accent  my  life, 
My  \vorthlefs  life  :  do  thou  retire  with  Otbtrian\     ,}>  La  A. 
I  will  proteft  Zapbira. 

Selim.  Think'ftthou,  SaJi, 
That  wh.cn  the  trying  hour  of  peril  comes, 
Selim  will  flirink  into  a  common  man  ! 
Worthlefs  were  he  to  rule,  who  dares  not  claim    ::I  oriT 
Pre-eminence  in  danger*     Urge  no  more.  ; 

Here  Ihall  my  ft-ition  be:  and  if  I  fall, 
O  friends  let  me  have  vengeance  !—  Tell  me  now, 
Where  is  the  tyrant? 

<Oth..  Revelling  at  the  banquet. 

fflim.  'Tis  good^--Now  tell  me  how  our  pow'rs  are 
deftin'd  ? 

Serf.  Near  ev'ry.portv  a  fccr*t.baad  is  pofteJ :    .  , 
ly..(hcfe  the  watchful  centinels  muft  periih:- 

Thc 
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The  reft  is  eafy :  for  the  glutted  troops 

Lie  drown'd  in  uecp  ;  the  dagger's  cheapeft  p*cy»  Jhu*! 

jffaatrzor,  with  his  friends,  will  circle  round 

The  avenues  of  the  palace.    -Othman  and  I 

Will  join  our  brave  confederates  (all  f\vorn 

To  conquer  or  to  die)  and  buril  the  gates 

Of  this  foul  den.     Then  tremble,   Barbaro/a! 

*  Selim.  Oh,  how  the  approach  ©f  this  great  hour 
'  Fires  all  my  foul!  but,  valiant  friends,  I  charge  you, 
'  Referve  the  murd'rer  to  my  juft  revenge; 

•  My  poignard  claims  his  blood.' 

Ofb.  Forgive  me  prince  ! 
Forgive  my  doubts  ! — Think — fhou'd  the  fair  Irene — - 

Selim.  Thy  doubts  are  vain.     I  wou'd  not  fpare  the' 

tyrant, 
Tho'  the  fweet  maid  lay  weeping  at  my  feet ! 

•  Nay,  fliou'd  he  fall  by  any  hand  but  mine, 

«  By  Heav'n  I'd  think  my  honour'd  father's  blood 
'  Scarce  half  reveng'd!'  My  love  indeed  is  llrong! 
But  love  (hall  yield  to  juftice  1 

Sadi.   Gallant  prince  f 
Bravely  refolv'd! 

Selim.  But  is  the  city  quiet  ?  •     ' 

Sadi.  AM,  all  is  hum'd.  Throughout  the  empty  ftreets,' 
Nor,  voice,  nor  found.     As  if  th'  inhabitants, 
Like  the  prefaging  herds  that  feek  the  covert 
Ere  the  loud  thunder  rolls,  had  inly  felt 
And  fhunnM  th'  impending  uproar. 

Ofb.  There  is  a  folemn  horror  in  the  night  too, 
That  pleafes  me  :  a  general  paufe  thro'  nature  : 
The  winds  are  hulh'd 

Sadi.   And  as  I  pafs'd  the  beach, 
The  lazy  billow  fcarce  ccu'd  lafh.the  fhore  : 
No  ftar  peeps  thro'  the  firmament  of  Heav'n — 

Selim.  And  lo — where  eathvard,.  o'er  the  fallen  wavcj 
The  waining  moon,  depriv'd  of  half  her  orb, 
Rifes  in  blood  :  her  beam,  well-nigh  extinft, 
Faintly  contends  withdarknefs — ••  [Bdl tdh. 

Hark!— what  meant 
That  tolling  bell  ? 

Qtb.  If  lings  the  midnight  watch. 
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SadL  This  was  the  fignal — 

Come,  Qtkmav,  wearecall'd:  the  pafTmg  rainutes 
Chide  our  delay  :   brave  Otkm'an,  let  us  hence. 

Selim.  One  laft  embrace!— nor  doubt,  but  crcv.T/d 

with  glory, 

We  foon  (hall  meet  again.     But,  oh,  remember — 
Amid  the  tumult's  rage,  remember  mercy  1 
'  Stain  not  a  righteous  caufe  withguiltlefs  blood.!'  jj/-. 
Warn  our  brave  friends,  that  we  unfheath  the  uvoid, 
Not  to  deftroy,  but  fave  !  nor  let  blind  zeal, 
Or  wanton  cruelty,  e'er  turn  its  edge 
On  age  or  innocence  !  or  bid  us  flrike 
Where  the  moft  pitying  angel  in  the  fkies,        *   . 
That  now  looks  on  us  from  his  bleft  abode, 
Wou'd  wifh  that  we  mould  fpare. 

Otb.  So  may  we  profper, 
As  mercy  mail  direft  us  ! 

Selim,  Farewel,  friends ! 

Saafi.  Intrepid  prince,  farewel  !  [ExeuatOth.anJSzdi. 

Selim.  Now  fleep  and  filence 
Brood  o'er  the  city. — The  devoted  cer.tinel 
Now  takes  his  lonely  Hand  ;  and  idly  dreams, 
Of  that  to-morrow,  he  mail  never  fee. 
In  'this  dread  interval,  O  bufy  thought, 
'  From  outward  things'  defcend  into  thyfelf ! 
Search  deep  my  heart !  bring  with  the  awful  confcietice, 
And  firm  refolve  !  that  in  th'  approaching  hour 
Of  blood  and  horror,   I  may  Hand  unmov'd  ; 
Now  Fear  toftrike  where  juiiice  calls,  nor  dare 
To  flrike  where  me  forbids ! — '  Why  bear  I  then 
'  This  dark,  infidious  dagger  ? — 'Tis  the  badge 
'  Of  vile  afTaifrns  ;  of  the  coward  hand 
'  That  dares  not  meet  its  foe — Detefted  thought ! 
'  Yqt, — as  foul  luft  and  murder,  tho'  on  thrones 
'  Triumphant,  ftill  retain  their  hell-born  quality  ;] 
'  So  juftice,  groaning  beneath  countleis  wrongs, 
'  Quits  not  her  fpotlefs  a.nd  celeftial  nature  ; 
''But  in  th'  unhallow'd  murderer's  dilguile, 
'  Can  fanftify  this  i:eel ! 

«  Then  be  it  fo  :' — Witnefs,  ye  pqw'rs  of  Heav*n, 
That  not  from  you,'  but  from  the  murd'rerseye, 

I  wrap 
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I  wrap'  myfelf  irrnight ! — To  you  I  ftand 

Reveal'd  in  noon-tide  day  1 — Oh,  cou'd  I  arm 

My  hand  with  povv'r  !  then,  like  to  you,  array'd 

Jn  Itorm  and  fire,  my  fwift- avenging  thunder 

Shou'd  blaft  this  tyrant.     But  fince  fate  denies 

That  privilege,   I'll  feize  on  what  it  gives : 

Like  the  deep-cav-ern'd  earthquake,  burft  beneath  him, 

And  whelm  his  throne,  his  empire,  and  himfelf, 

In  one  prodigious  ruin  !  '     [Exit. 


ACT        IV. 
Enter  Irene  and  Aladin. 

Ire.  ITj  UT  didil  thou  tell  him,  Aladin,  my  fears 

•  X3  Brook  no  delay. 

Ala.  I  did. 

Ire.  Why  comes  he  not ! 

Oh,  what  a  dreadful  dream  ! — 'Twas  furely  more 
Than  troubled  fancy  :  never  was  my  foul 
Shook  with  fuch  hideous  phantoms  ! — Still  he  lingers  ! 
Return,  return  :   and  tell  him  that  his  daughter 
Dies,  till  me  warn  him  of  his  threatning  ruin. 

Ala.  Behold,  he  comes.  [Exit  Aladin. 

Enter  BarbarofTa,  and  Guards, 

Bar.  Thou  bane  of  all  my  joys  ! 
Some  gloomy  planet  furely  rul'd  thy  birth  ! 
Ev'n  now  thy  ill-tim'd  fear  fufpends  the  banquet, 
And  damps  the  feital  hour. 

Ire.  Forgive  my  fear ! 

Bar.  What  fear,    what  phantom  hath  pofiefs'd   thy 
brain  ? 

Ire.   Oh  guard  thee  from  the  terrors  of  this  night ; 
For  terrors  lurk  unfeen  ; 

Bar.  What  terror?  fpeak. 

'  Wou'dft  thou  unman  me  into  female  weaknefs  ?' 
Say,  what  thou  dread'ft,  and  why  !  I  have  a  foul 
To  meet  the  blackeit  dangers  undifmay'd. 

2  Ire. 
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Ire.  Let  not  my  father  check  with  Hern  rebuke 
The  warning  voice  of  nature.     For  ev'n  now, 
Retir'd  to  reft,   '  foon  as  I  clos'd  mine  eyes,' 
A  horrid  vifion  rofe — Methought  I  faw 
Young  Selim  rifing  from  the  filent  tomb  :     nalnl  - 
'  Mangled  and  bloody  was  his  corfe  :  his  hair 
'  Clotted  with  gore  ;  his  glaring  eyes  on  fire  !' 
Dreadful  he  Ihook  a  dagger  in  his-hand.  ':"~  TS^  . 
By  fome  myfterious  pow'rhe  rofe  in  air. 
When  lo,— at  his  command,  this  yawning  roof 'i  auA 
Was  cleft  in  twain,  and  gave  the  phantom  entrance  !  ' 
Swift  he  defcended  with  terrifick  brow, 
Rufh'd  on  my  guardlefs  father  at  the  banquet, 
And  plang'd  his  furious  dagger  in  thy  bread  ! 

Bar.  Would'ft  thou  appal  me  by  a  brain-lick  vifion  ? 
Get  thee  to  reit.— '  Sleep  but  as  found  till  morn, 

•  As  Sffaa  in  his  grave  mail  fleep  for  ever, 

•  And  then  no  haggard  dreams  fhall  ride  thy  fancy  \r 
Ire.  Yet  hear  me,  deareft  father  ! 

Bar.  '  To  the  couch  !' 
Provoke  me  not. — 

Ire.  '  What  (hall  I  fay  to  move  him  ?' 
Merciful  Heav'n,  inftruft  me  what  to  do  ! 
Eater  Aladin. 

Bar.  What  mean  thy  looks  ?— Why  doft  then  gaze  fb 

ill;-.'        wildly  ? 

jfla.  1  hailed  to  inform  thee,  that  ev'n  now, 
Rounding  the  watch,  I  met  the  brave  Abdalta, 
Breathlefs  with  tidings  of  a  rumour  dark, 
4  Which  runs  throughout  the  city,'  that  young  &7/«r 
Is  yet  alive— 

Ear.  May  plagues  confume  the  tongue 
That  broach'd  the  falfhood  !— 'Tis  not  poffii>te-!*-J»« k 
What  did  he  tell  thee  further? 

Ala.  More  hefaid  not : 
Save  only,  that  the  fpreading  rcmour  wak'd 
A  fpirit  of  revolt. 

Ire:  O  gracious  father  ! 

Bar,  Xhemmoux's  falfe. — And,  yet,  your  ccv/ardftato  • 
Infeft  me  !— What  !— fhall  (  be  terriry'd 
By  midnight  viiioas  f-^«  Can  the  nobbled  bri6i  »*»t«W 

Of 
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;    Of  n^ejJ.out-ftfttck  the  rcafon's  waking  eye  ?* 
I'll  not  believe  it. 

Ala.  But  this  gath'ring  rumour — 
Think  but  on  that,  my  lord  ! 

Bar.  Infernal  darknefs 

Swallow  the  flave  that  rais'd  it ! — '  Yet,  I'll  do 
'  What  caution  dictates.' — Hark  thee,  Aladin — 
*  Slave,  hear  my  will.' — See  that  the  watch  be  doubled—- 
Find out  this  ftranger,  Acbmet ;   and  forthwith 
Let  him  be  brought  before  me. 

Ire.  O  my  father  ! 

I  do  conjure  thce  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  life, 
Retire,  and  truft  thee  to  thy  faithful  guards- 
See  not  this  Acbmet  \ 

Bar.  '  Not  fee  him  : — Death  and  torment  ! — 
'  Think'il  thou  ,  I  fear  a  fingle  arm  that's  mortal  ?' 
Not  fee  him  ? — Forthwith  bring  the  flave  before  me.— 
If  he  prqve.falfe, — if  h*  ted  £*///»  live, 
I'll  heap  fuch  vengeance  on  him — 

Ire.  Mercy  !  mercy  ! 

Bar*  Mercy. — To  whom  ! 
-Ire.  To  me  : — and  to  thyfelf : 
To  him — to  all. — Thou  thi'nk'il  I  rave  ;  yet  true 
My  vifions  are,  as  ever  prophet  utter'd, 
Wjien  Heav'n  infpireshis  tongue  ! 

Bar.  Ne'er  did  the  moou-ftruck  madman  rave  with 

dreams 

More  wild  than  thine  ! — Get  thee  to  reft  ;  e'er  ^et 
Thy  folly  wake  my  rage. — Call  Achmet  hither. 

Ire.  Thus-proftrate  on  my  knees  : — O  fee  him  not. 
Selim  is  dead : — Indeed  the  rumour's  falfe, 
There  is  no  danger  near: — Or,  if  there  be, 
Achmet  is  innocent  \ 

Ear.  Off,  frantic  wretch  ! 

This  ideot-dream  hath  turn'd  her  brain  to  madnefs  ! 
Hence — to  thy  chamber,  till  returning  reafon 
Hath  calm'd  this  tempefl-r-On  thy  duty  hence  ! 

Ire.  Yet  hear  the  voice  of  caution  ! — .Cruel  fate  ! 
Wiat  have  I  done  ! — Heav'n  mield  my  dearell  fathei  \ 
Heav'n  fnield  the,  innocent ! — Undone  Irene  ! 
Whate'er  die  evpnJ^.tKy  doom  is  mifery.      [E*rt  Jrenr. 

M*r* 
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Bar.  Her  words  are  rapt  in  darknefs. — Aladin, 
Forthwith  fend  Acbmet  hither. — '  IMarl;  him  well. — 
His  countenance  and  gefture' — Then  with  fpeed, 
Double  the  centinels          .  [Exit  Aladin. 

Infernal  guilt ! 

How  doft  thou  rife  in  ev'ry  hideous  fhape, 
Of  rage,  and  doubt,  fufpicion  and  defpair, 
Xo  rend  my  foul !   '  more  wretched  far  than  they, 
'  Made  wretched  by  my  crimes  !' — Why  did  I  not 
Repent,  while  yet  my  crimes  were  delible  ! 
Ere  they  had  ftruck  their  colours  thro'  my  foul, 
As  black  as  night  or  hell  ! — 'Tis  now  too  late  ! — 
'  Hence'  then,  '  ye  vain  repinings  !' — Take  me  all,: 
Unfeeling  guilt !   O  banifh,  if  thou  canft, 
This  fell  remorfe,  and  ev'ry  fruitlefs  fear  ! 
'  Be  this  my  glory — to  be  great  in  evil ! 
'  .To  combat  my  own  heart,  and,  fcorning  confcience, 
«  Rife  to  exalted  crimes  !' 

Enter  Selim. 
Come  hither,  flave : 
Hear  me,  and  tremble:  Art  thou  what  thou  feem'ft  ? 

Selim . ,  Ha  ! —  [  fou  nded  ! 

Bar*  Do'ft  thou   panfe! — By   hell,    the  flave's    con- 

Selita.  That  Barbarojfa  mou'd  fufpeft  my  truth  ! 

Bar.  Take  heed!  for  by  the  hov'ringpow'rs  of  venge- 
ance, 

If  I  do  find  thee  treach'rous,  I  will  doom  thee 
To  death  and  torment,  fuch  as  human  thought 
Ne'er  yet  conceiv'd  !  Thou  com'ft  beneath  the  guifc 
Of  Selim's  murderer. — Now  tell  me  : — Is  not 
That  Selim  yet  alive  ? 

Selim.  Selim  alive  ! 

Bar.  Perdition  on  thee  !   doll  thou  echo  me  ! 
Anfwer  me  quick,  or  die  !  [Draws  his  dagger* 

Selim.  Yes,  freely  ftrike — 
Already  hail  thou  giv'n  the  fatal  wound, 
And  pierc'd  my  heart  with  thy  unkind  fufpicion  ! 
Oh,  cou'd  my  dagger  find  a  tongue,  to  tell 
How  .deep  it  drank  his  blood  ! — But  fince  thy  doubt 
Thus  wrongs  my. zeal,— Behold  my  breaft — ilri!>e  here— 
Tor  bold  is  innocence. 

Bar. 
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Bar.  I  fcorn  the  tafk.  [Puts  up  bis  dagger. 

Time  {hall  decide  thy  doom  : — Guards  ;  mark  me  well. 

See-  that  ye  watch  the  motions  of  this  flave  : 

And  if  he  meditates  t'efcape  your  eye, 

Let  your  good  fabres  cleave  Kim  to  the  chine. 

Sclim.  I  yield  me  to  thy  will,  and  when  thou  know'fl 

That  Selim  lives,  or  feeft  his  hated  face, 

Then  wreak  thy  vengeance  on  me. 
Bar.  Bear  him  he.ic«. — 

Yet,  ou  your  lives,  await  me  within  cal-1.— ' 

1  will  have  deeper  inquifition  made  ; 

'  Haply  fome  witnefs  may  confront  the  flave, 

'  And  drag  to  light  his  fallhooc'.' 

[Exeunt  Selim  and  guards. 

Call  Zapbira,  [Exit  a  Slave. 

If  Silim  lives — then  what  is  Barbarcffa  ? 

My  throne's  a  bubble,  that  but  floats  in  air, 
ill  marriage-rites  declare  Zaphira  mine. 
Fool  that  I  am  !  to  wait  the  weak  effefts 
Of  flow  perfuafion,   when  unbounded  pow'r 
Can  give  me  all  I  wifh  ! — Slave,  hear  my  will, — 
Fly, — bid  the  prieft  prepare  the  marriage-rites  : 
Let  inccnfe  rile  to  Heav'n  ;  and  choral  fongs 
Attend  Zaphira  to  the  nuptial  bed.  [Exit  Slave.* 

1  will  net  brook  delny. — By  love  and  vengeance, 

This  hour  decides  her  fate  ! 

Enter  Zaphira. 

Well,  haughty  fair  !— 

Hath  reafon  yet  lubdu'd  thee  ?  Wilt  thou  hear 

The  voice  of  love  ? 

Zapb.  Why  doft  thou  vainly  urge  me  ! 

Thou  know'lt  my  fix'd  refolve. 
Bar.  Can  aught  but  phrenzy 

Ruth  on  perdition  ? 

Zapb.   Therefore  (hall  no  pow'r 

E'er  make  me  thine. 

Bar.  Nay,  fport  not  with  my  rage  : 

*  Tho'  yon  fufpefted  flave  affirms  him  dead  ; 

*  Yet  rumour  whifp.-rs,  that  young  Selim  lives. 

'  Zaph.  Cou'dl  but  think  him  fo  !  my  earneft  pray'r 
'  Saou'd  rife  to  Heav'n,  to  keep  him  far  from  thee  ! 

'  Bar. 
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'  Bar.  Therefore,  left  treach'ry  undermine  my  j 
Know,  that  thy  final  hour  of  choice  is  come! 


.  I  have  to  choice.  —  Think'it  thou  I  e'er  will  wed- 
The.  murdei-er  of  my  lord  ? 

Bar.  Take  heed/  rani  queen! 
Tell  me  thy  laft  refolve. 

Zaph.  Then  hear  me,  Heav'n  ! 


.  , 

Hear  all  ye  pow'rs  that  watch  o'er  innocen 
Angels  of  light  !  And  thou  dear  honour'd  fhade 
Of  my  departed  lord  !   attend,  while  here 
I  ratify  with  vows  my  laft  refolve  !  ^^ 

«  If  e  or  I  wed  this  tyrant  murderer,* 
Ir  I  pollute  me  with  this  horrid  union, 

•  Black  as  adultery  or  damn'd  inceft,' 

,.  ,  .      .1  ,-   FT  »  J 

May  ve,  the  mimlters  or  Heav  n,  depart, 

•H.T          n        I  •  -i          /•  i  111  Ik  1 

IN  or  med  your  influence  on  the  guilty  icene  :—  - 
May  horror  blacken  all  our  days  and  nights  ! 
May  difcord  light  the  nuptial  torch  !  and  rifing 
'  From  hell,  may  fwarming'  fiends  in  triumph  howl 
Arround  th'  accurfed  bed  ! 

Bar.  Begone,  remorfe  !  — 
Guards  do  your  office  :  Drag  her  to  the  altar. 
Heed  not  her  tears  or  cries.  —  '  What!—  -dare  ye  doubt  I 

*  Inftant  obey  my  bidding  ;  —  or,  by  hell, 

'  Torment  and  death  mall  overtake  you  all  !* 

\Guards  go  to  feize  Zaphira. 

Zaph.  O  fpare  me  !  —  Heav'n  proteft  me  !  —  O  my  fon, 
Wert  thou  but  here,  to  fave  thy  helplefs  mother  !  — 
What  mall  I  do  !—  Undone,  undone  Zaphira  ! 

Er.tfr  Selim. 

Sclim.  Who  call'd  on  Achmel  ?  —  Did  not  Barlaroffa. 
Require  me  here  ? 

Bar.  Officious  flave  retire  I 
I  call'd  thee  not. 

Zapb.  O  kind  and  gen'rcus  ftranger,  lend  thy  aid  ! 
O  relcue  me  from  thefe  impending  horrors  ! 
Heav'n  will  reward  thy  pity  !  ,  {  Q'a 

Bar.  Drag  her  hence  "  ,      _ 

Selim.  Pity  her  woes,  O  mighty  Bar 
Bar.  Rouze  not  my  vengeance, 
&//«.  O  hear  me,  hear  le! 

Bar. 
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Bar,   Curfe  on  thy  forward  zeal ! — 
Sclin.   Yet,  yet  have  mercy. 

[Ley}  bold  of  Barbarofla '/  garment. 
Bar.  Prefuming  flave,  begone  !  [Strikes,  Selim. 

Stiint.   Nay,  then, die,  tyrant. 

{Rifts,  and  aims  to  Jlab  Barbarofla,  iubo  <vcrejts 

bit  dagger  from  him. 

&ar.   Ah,  traitor,  have  I  caught  thee. — Hold — for- 
pgftr— ** 

[To  Guards  who  offer  to  kill  Selim. 
Kill  him  not  yet, — I  will  have  greater  vengeance          • 
Perfidious  wretch,  who  art  thou  ? — Bring  the  rack  : 
Let  that  extort  the  fecrets  of  his  heart. 

St'lim.  Thy  impious  threats  are   loll !   I  know  that 
And  torments  are  my  doom; — Yet,  «re  I  die,       [death 
I'll  ftrike  thyfoul  with  horror. — Oft',  vile  habit  !• 
'  .Let  rae  emerge  from  this  dark  cloud  that  hides  me, 
'  And  make  my  letting  glorious  !' — If  thou  dar'it, 
Now  view  me  ! — Hear  me,  tyrant ! — while  with  voice 
More  terrible  than  thunder,  I  proclaim, 
That  he  who  aim'd  the  dagger  at  thy  heart, 
Is  Selim  ! 


Zapb.  O  Heav'n  !  my  fon  !  my  fon  !         [She  faints. 
Selim.   Unhappy  mother  !  [Runs  to  embrace  btr. 

£ar.  Tear  them  aiunder.  [Guards  feparatc  them. 


Selim.  Barb'rous,  barb'rous  ruffians  ! 

Bar.  Slaves,  feize  the  traitor.    [They  offer  to/eize  him. 

Sclitn.  Off,  ye  vile  flaves  !  I  am  your  king  ! — Retire, 
And  tremble  at  my  frowns  !  That  is  the  traitor ; 
That  is  the  murd'rer,  '  tyrant  raviiher  :'  Seize  him, 
And  do  your  country  right  ! 

Bar.   Ah,  coward  dogs  ! 
Start  ye  at  words  ! — or  feize  him,  or  by  hell, 
This  dagger  ends  you  all.  [Tbey/eize  him.  " 

Se/im.    '  'Tis    done  !' — Doft  thou  revive,    unhappy 
Now  arm  my  foul  with  patience  !  [queen  ! 

Zapb.  My  dear  fon  ! 

Do  I  then  live,  once  more  to  fee  my  Selim  ' 
But  Oh — to  fee  thee  thus  ? [fFeepb.gt 

Selim.  Can ft-'thie.u  behold 
Her  fpeechlefs  agonies,  and  cot  relent ! 

'  Bar. 
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'  Bar.  At  length  revenge  is  mine  !• — flaves,  force  her 
'  This  hour  fhall  crown  my  love.  [hence  ! 

'  Zaph.   O  mercy,  mercy  !' 

Selim.    Lo  !   Barbaroffa !    thou  at  length   haft   con- 
quer'd  ! 

Behold  a  haplefs  prince,  o'erwhelm'd  with  woes,  {Kneelt. 
Proftrate  before  thy  feet ! — Not  for  myfelf 
J  plead  !— — Yes,  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  bread  ! 
Tear,  tear  me  piecemeal !  But,  O  fpare  Zaphira .' 
Yet,  yet  relent  !  force  not  her  matron  honour  ! 
*  Reproach  not  Heav'n.' 

Bar.  Have  I  then  bent  thy  pride  ? 
Why,  this  is  conqueft  ev'n  beyond  my  hope  ! 
Lie  there,  thou  flave  !  lie,  till  Zaphira' 3  cries 
Arouze  thee  from  thy  pofture  ! 

Selin.  Doft  thou  infult  my  griefs  ?— unmanly  wretch  !-— 
Curfe  on  the  fear  that  cou'd  betray  my  limbs,     [Rijivg* 
My  coward  limbs,  to  this  difhoneil  poflure  ! 
Long  have  I  fcorn'd,  I  now  defy  thy  pow'r. 

Bar.  I'll  put  thy  boalled  virtue  to  the  trial. — 
Slaves,   bear  him  to  the  rack. 

Zaph.  O  fpare  my  fon  ! 
Sure  filial  virtue  never  was  a  crime  ! 
Save  but  my  fon  ! — I  yield  me  to  thy  wifh  ! — 
What  do  I  fay  ! — The  marriage  vow — O  horror  ! 

This  hour  (hall  make  me  thine  1 

Selim.   What !  doom  thyfelf 
The  guilty  partner  of  a  murderer's  bed, 
Whole  hands  yet  reck  with  thy  dear  hulband's  blood  !•— 
'  To  be  the  mother  of  deftru&ive  tyrants, 
'  The  curfes  of  mankind  !' — By  Heav'n,  I  fwear, 
The  guilty  hour  that  gives  thee  to  the  arms 
Of  that  detefted  murderer,  (hall  end 

This  hated  life  ! 

Bar.  Or  yield  thee,   or  he  dies  !• • 

Zaph.  The  conflict's  paft. — I  will  refume  my  greatnefs : 
We'll  bravely  die,  as  we  have  liv'd,  with  honour  ! 

[Embracing. 

Selim.  Now,  tyrant,  pour  thy  fierceft  fury  on  us  :— 
Now  fee,   defpairing  guilt !  that  virtue  Hill 
Shall  conquer,  tho'  in  ruin*. 

Bar. 
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Bar.  Drag  them  hence  : 
Her  t«  the  altar :    Sclim  to  his  fate. 

'  Zaph.  O  Selim  !  O  my  fon  ! Thy  doom  is  death  T 

*  Wou'd  it  were  mine  ! 

'  Selim.  Wou'd  I  cou'd  give  it  thee  ! 
Is  There  no  means  to  fave  her!   Lend,  ye  Guards, 
Ye  Minilters  of  Death,  in  pity  lend 
Your  fwords,  or  fome  kind  weapon  of  deftru£Hon  I—- 
Sure the  molt  mournful  boon,  that  ever  fon 
Aik'd  for  the  beft  of  mothers  ! 

'  Zapb.  Deareft  Selim  /'  [fate. 

Bar.  I'll  hear  no  more. — Guards,  bear  them  to  their 
[Guards  feisie  them. 
Sclim.  One  lail  embrace  ! 

Farewel  !   Farewel  for  ever  !    [Guards  ftruggle  with  them. 
Zaph.  One  moment  yet ! — Pity  a  mother's  pangs ! — 
O  Selim  ! 

Selim.   O  my  mother  !        [Exeunt  Selim  and  Zaphira» 

*  Bar.  My  deareft  hopes  are  blafted  ! — What  is  pow'r  y 
'  If  fiubborn  virtue  thui  out-foar  its  flight  ! 

'  Yet  he  fliall  die, — and  ihe 

'  Enter  Aladin. 

'  Ala.  Heav'n  guard  my  lord  ! 
'  Bar.   What  mean'fc  thou,  Aladin  ? 

*  Ala.   A  flave  arriv'd, 

'  Says  that  young  Selim  lives  :  Nay,  fome  where  lurks 

•  Within  thefe  walls. 

'  Bar.  The  lurking  traitor's  found; 
'  Convifted,  and  difarm'd. — Ev'n  now  he  aim'd 

*  This  dagger  at  my  heart. 

'  Ala.   Audacious  traitor  ! 

'  The  flave  fays  farther,  that  he. brings  the  tidings 
'  Of  dark  confpiracy,  now  hov'ring  o'er  us : 
'  And  claims  thy  private  ear. 

'  Bar.  Of  dark  confpiracy  ? 
'  Where  : — Among  whom  ? 

'  Ala.   The  ferret  friends  of  Selim, 
'  Who  nightly  haunt  the  city. 

'  Bar.  Curfe  the  traitors  ! 

'  Now  fpeed  thee,  Aladin. — Send  forth  our  fpies  : 
'  Explore  their  haunts.     For,  by  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 
'    1  will  let  Icofe  my  rage. — The  furious  lion 

'  Now 
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Now  foams  indignant,  fcorning  tears  and  cries. 
Let  Ssliai  forthwith  .die. — Come,  mighcy  vengeance  5 
Stir  me  to  cruelty  !  The  rack  mall  groan 
With  new-born  horrors ! — I  will  ilTue  forth, 
Like  midnight-peftilence  :   My  breath  (hall  ftrew 
Tlie  ilreefs  with  dead  ;  and  havock  ftrJk  in  gore. 
Hence,  pity  ! — Feed  the  milky  thought  of  babes  ; 
Mine  is  of  bloodier  hue.'  [Exeunt* 


ACT        V. 

Eater  Barbaroffa,  Aladin,  and  Guards. 

£ar.  TS  the  watch  doubled  ?  Are  the  gates  fecur'd 
J.  Againft  furprize  ? 

Ala,  They  are,  and  mock  th' attempt 
Of  force  or  treachery. 

Ear.  This  whifper'd  rumour 
Of  dark  confpiracy,   '  on  further  inqueft,' 
Seems  but  a  falfe  alarm.     Our  fpies,  fent  out, 
'  And  now  return  from  fearch,'  affirm  that  fleep 
Has  wrap'd  the  city. 

Ala.  But  while  Selim  lives, 
Deftruftion  Juries  within  the  palace  walls  ; 
'  Nor  bars,  nor  centinels  can  give  us  fafety.' 

Bar.  Right,  Aladin.     His  hour  of  fate  approaches. 
How  goes  the  night  ? 

Ala.  The  fecond  watch  is  near. 

Bar.  'Tis  well  ! — Whene'er  it  rings,  the  traitor  dies 
'  So  kath  my  will  ordaln'd. — I'll  feize  the  occafion, 
•  While  I  may  fairly  plead  my  life's  defence. 

'  Ala.  True  :  For  he  aim'd  his  dagger  at  thy  heart. 

'  Bar.  He  did.  Hence  juftice  uncompell'd,  mall  feem, 
'  To  lend  her  fword,  and  do  ambition's  work. 

'  Ala.  His  bold  refolves  have  lleel'd  Zaphira's  breall 
'  Againft  thy  love  :  Thence  he  deferves  to  die. 

'  Bar.  And  death's  his  doom' — Yet  firit  the  rack  mall 
Each  fecret  from  his  heart ;  '  unlefs  he  give  [rend 

'  Zaphira  to  my  arms,  by  marriage-vows, 

«  With 


B  A  *  U  A  ROSS  A. 

-  With  Tull  confer. t";  'ere  yet  the  fecontf  jvatcfi 
'  Toll  for  his  Jcfflh;  — Curie  <  :  kneh  ! 

'  I  yet  wou'd\vin  her  love!'  K-.ifte,  feefc  out  Oilman: 
Go,  tell  him,  th'at  deftruxHon  ai 
Jiang  o'er  young  &7;Vs  head,  if  Avift  compliance 
Plead  net  his  pardon.  [£.v/V  Aladin. 

Stubborn  fortitude! 

Had  he  not  interpofeJ,   fucccf-:  hnd  c-o\vn'd 
JVly  love,  now  hopeleis. — Then  let  vengeance  feize  him. 
.     .  loiter  Irene. 

Ire.   O  night  of  horror  t — -I-Ivar  me,  honour' d  father ! 
If  e'er  Irene's  peace  was  dear  to  thee, 
Now  hear  me  ! 

Bar.  Impious  !  dar'it  thou  d'fobey  ? 
Did  not  my  facred  will  ordain  thee  hence  ? 
Get  thee  to  reit ;  for  death  is  iHrring-  here. 

Irs.  O  fatal  words!   By  ev'ry  facred  tye, 
Recal  the  dire  decree. — 

Bar.   What  woud'it  thou  fay  ? 
Whom  plead  for  ? 

Ire.  For  a  brave  unhappy  prince, 
Sentenc'd  to  die. 

Bar.    And  juilly  ! — But  this  hour 
The  traitor  half  fulftlPd  thy  dream,  and  aim'd 
His  dagger  at  my  heart. 


'  Ire.   Might  pity  plead  ! 
'  Bar.  What !— pie 


! — plead  for  treachery  ?' 

•Ire.  '  Yet  pity  might  beftow  a  milder  name. 
'  Wou'dft  thou  not  love  the  child,  whofe  fortitude 

*  Shou'd  hazard  life  for  thee?— Oh,  think  on  that:' 

The  noble  mind  hates  not  a  virtuous  foe: 
His  gen'rous  purpofe  was  to  fave  a  mother  ! 

Bar.  Damn'd  was  his  purpofe:  and  accurft  art  thou, 
Whofe  perfidy  wou'd  fare  the  dark  affaffin, 
Who  fought  thy  father's  life  ! — Hence,   from  my  fight. 

Ire.  Oh,  never,  till  thy  mercy  fpare  my  Seliat ! 

Bar.  Thy  Selim  ?  Thine  ? 

Ire.  Thou  know'il — by  gratitude 

He's  mine  — Had  not  his  generous  hand  redeem'd  me, 
What  then  had  been  Irene?  Oh! 

C  Bar. 
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*  Bar.  Faithlefs  wretch  ! 
Unhappy  father!    whofe  perfidious  child 
Leagues  with  his  deadlieft  foe  :  and  guides  the  dagger 
Ev'n  to  his  heart! — Perdition  catch  thy  falfliood! 
And  is  it  thus,    a  thanklefs  child  repays  me, 
For  all  the  guilt  in  which  I  plung'd  my  foul, 
To  raife  her  to  a  throne  ! 
'  Ire.  O  fpare  thefe  words, 
More  keen  than  daggers  to  my  bleeding  heart ! 

Let  me  not  live  fuipecled! — Deareft  father! 

Behold  my  bread!    write  thy  fufpicion  here: 
Write  them  in  blood  ;'    but  fpare  the  gen'rous  youth, 
"Who  fav'd  me  from  diihonour! 

Bar.  Bythepow'rs 

Of  great  revenge  ;  thy  fond  intreaties  feal 
His  inftant  death. — In  him,  I'll  puniih  thee.—— 
A  way ! 

Ire.  Yet  hear  me  !   Ere  my  tortur'd  foul 
Rulh  on  fome  deed  of  horror .' 
Bar.  '  Seize  her  guards,' — 
Convey  the  frantic  ideat  from  my  prefence : 
See  that  the  do  no  violence  on  herfelf. 

Ire.  O  Selim  ! — generous  youth  ! — how  have  my  fears 
Betray'd  thee  to   deftru£lion  ! — Slaves,   unhand  me  !— «• 
Think  ye,    I'll  live  to  bear  thefe  pangs  of  grief, 
Thefe  horrors  that  opprefs  my  tortur'd  foul? — 
Inhuman  father! — Generous,   injur'd  prince! 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  ftretch'd  upon  the  rack, 
Hear  thy  expiring  groans  :^-O  horror !    horror ! 
What  {hall  I  do  to  fave  him  ! — Vain,    alas  ! 
Vain  are  my  tears  and  pray'rs--^At  leaft,   I'll  ojie. 
Death  ihall  unite  us  yet!  \_E>xit  Irene  and  Guards. 

Bar.  O  torment!    torment! 
Ev'n  in  the  midft  of  pow'r  ! — the  vileft  flave 
More  happy  far  than  I! — The  very  child, 
Whom  my  love  cherilh'd  from  her  infant  years, 
Confpires  to  blaft  my  peace !-— -O  falfc  ambition, 
'  Thou  lying  phantom  !'    whether  haft  thou  lur'd  me  ! 
Ev'n  to  this  giddy  height;  where  now  I  Hand, 
Forfaken,    comfortlefs  !   with  not  a  friend 
In  whom  my  foul  can  truftj 
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Enter  Aladin. 
«*  M>w  Aladin?" 
Halt  thou  feen  Qtkman  ? 
He  will  not,  fure,   confpire  againft  my  peace? 

Ala.  He's  fled,    my  lord.     I  dread  feme  lurking  ruin. 
The  centinel  on  watch  fays,    that  he  pafs'd 
The  gate,  fmce  midnight,  with  an  unknown  friend : 
And  as  they  pafs'd,    Othman  in  whifpers  faid, 
Now  farewel,   bloody  tyrant. 

Bar.  Slave,    thou  ly'it. 
He  did  not  dare  to  fay  it ;    or,   if  he  did, 
'  Pernicious  flave,'    why  doft  thou  wound  my  ear 
By  the  foul  repetition  ; — '  Gracious  pow'rs, 
'  Let  me  be  calm  ! — O  my  diftracled  foul ! 
*  How  am  I  rent  in  pieces ! — Othman  fled  ! 
'  Why  then  may  all  hell's  curfes  follow  him  !' 
What's  to  be  done  r   fome  mifchief  lurks  unfeen. 

Ala.  Prevent  it  then — 

Bar.  By  Selim's  inftant  death — 

«  Ala.  Ay,    doubtlefs 

'  Bar.'  Is  the  rack  prepar'd  ? 

Ala.  'Tis  ready. 

Along  the  ground  he  lies,   o'crwhelm'd  with  chains. 
The  miniflers  of  death  ftand  round  j   and  wait 
Thy  laft  command. 

Bar.  Once  more  I'll  try  to  bend 
His  ftubborn  foul. — Conducl  me  forthwith  to  him  : 
And  if  he  now  refufe  my  profer'd  kindnefs, 
Deftrudlion  fwallows  him  !  [Exeunt, 

Selim  difco'ver'd  in   chains,  Executioners  t  Officer,    &c. 
and  Rack. 

Selim.  I  pray  you ,   friends , 
When  I  am  dead,    let  not  indignity 
Infult  thefe  poor  remains,  fee  them  interr'd 
Clofe  by  my  father's  tomb  !  I  afk  no  more. 

Officer.  Theyfliall. 

Selhn.  How  goes  the  night  ? 

Officer.  Thy  hour  of  fate, 
The  fecond  watch  is  near. 

Selim.  Let  it  come  on; 
I  am  prepar'd. 

Enter  Barbarofl'a  and  Guards. 

Bar.  So— raife  him  from  the  ground.—  [They  raife  him. 
C  2  Pern- 
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Perfidious  boy  !   behold  the  juft  rewards 
Of  guilt  and  treachery! — Didft  thou  not  give 
Thy  forfeit  life,   whene'er  I  mould  behold 
£>///»'«  de tolled  face? 

Selim.   Then  take  it,    tyrant. 

Bar.  Didft  thou  not  aim  a  dagger  at  my  heart  ? 

Selim.  I  did. 

Bar.  Yet  Heav'n  defeated  thy  intent ; 
And  fav'd  me  from  the  dagger. 

Selim.  'Tis  not  ours 

To  queftionHeav'n.     Th'  intent  and  not  the  deed 
Is  in  our  pow'r :   and  therefore  who  dares  greatly, 
Does  greatly. 

Bur.  Yet  bethink  thee,   ftubborn  boy,  • 
What  horrors  now  furround  thee— 

Selitn.  Think'ft  thou,  tyrant, 
I  came  fo  ill  prepar'd  ? — '  Thy  rage  is  weak, 
•  Thy  torments  pow'rlefs  o'er  the  iteady  mind:' 
He  who  cou'd  bravely  dare,  can  bravely  futfer. 

Bar.  Yet*  lo,    I  come,  by  pity  led,  to  fpase  thee. 
Relent,   and  fave  Zaphira!—~1?Qr  the  bell 
Ev'n  now  expedls  the  centinel,   to  toll 
The.fignal  or  th-y  death. 

Selim.  OLet  guilt  like  thine 
Tremble  at  death  :    I  fcorn  his  darkeft  frown. 
Hence,  tyrant,  ncrr  profane  my  dying  hour  ! 

Ear.  Then  take  thy  wilh.  [Bill tolls. 

There  goes  the  fatal  knell. 
'  Thy  mte  is  feal'd.' — Not  all  thy  mother's  tears, 
Norpray'rs,   nor  eloquence  of  grief,  fhall  fave  thee 
From  inftant  death.     Yet  ere  the  aflaffin  die, 
Let  torment  wring  each  fecret  from  his  heart. 
The  traitor  Oilman's  fled; — Confpiracy 
Lurks  in  the  .womb  of  night,  and  threatens  ruin. 
Spare  not  the  rack,  nor  ceafe,  till  it  extort 
The  lurking  treafon  ;   '  and  this  murd'rer  call 
'  On  death,  to  end  his  woes.'  {Exit  Barbarofla. 

Selim.   Come  on  then.  [They  bind  him. 

Begin  the  work  of  death — '  what !  bound  with  curds, 
'  Like  a  vile  criminal!' — O  valiant  friends, 
When  will  ye  give  me  vengeance ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Irene. 
Ire.  Stop,    O  flop  ! 

Hold  your  accurfed  hands ! — On  me,   on  me 
Pour  ail  your  torments ; — How  (hall  I  approach  thee  ; 
Selim.  Thefe  are  thy  father's  gifts  ! — Yet  thou  art 

guiltlefs; 

Then  let  me  take  thee  to  my  heart,  thou  beft 
Moll  amiable  of  women  ! 

Ire.  Rather  curfe  me, 
As  the  betrayer  of  thy  virtue  ! 
Selim.   Ah! 

Ire.  'Tw'as  I, — my  fears,  my  frantic  fears  betray'd 
Thus  falling  at  thy  feet !  may  I  but  hope  [thee  ! 

For  pardon  ere  I  die ! 

Selim.  Hence  to  thy  father  ! 
Ire.  Never,   O  never! — Crawling  in  the  dufl, 
I'll  clafp  thy  feet,  and  bathe  them  with  my  tears ! 
Tread  me  to  earth  !   I  never  will  complain; 
But  my  lait  breath  ihall  blefs  thee ! 

Selim.  Lov'd  Irene! 
What  hath  my  fury  done  ? 

'  Ire.  Indeed,  'twas  hard  ! 
'  But  I  was  born  to  forrow  ! 

*  Selim.  Melt  me  not. 

'  ]  cannot  bear  thy  tears; — They  quite  unman  me! 
'  Forgive  the  trauiports  of  my  rage  ! 

'  Ire.  Alas! 

'  The  guilt  is  mine :   Canft  thou  forgive  thofe  fears 
'  That  firfl  awak'd  fufpicion  in  my  father! 
'  Thofe  fears  that  have  undone  thee ! — Heav'n  is  wltneff, 
'  They  meant  not  ill  to  thee  ! 

'  Selim.  None  ;  none,  Irene! 
'  No;   'twas  the  generous  voice  of  filial  love  : 
'  That,  only,   prompted  thee  to  fave  a  father. 
'  Yes;   from  my  inmolll  do  approve 
*  That  virtue  which  deflroys  me.' 

Ire.   Canft  thou,   then, 
Forgive  and  pity  me  ? 
Selim.  I  do, — I  do. 
Ire.  On  my  knees, 

Thus  let  me  thank  thee,  generous,  in'ur'd  pr'nce!— — 
O  earth  and  Heav'n  !   that  fuch  unecjui, I'd  worth 

C  3  ShouM 
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Shou'd  meet  fo  hard  a  fate ! — That  I— That  T— - 
Whom  his  love  refcu'd  from  the  depth  of  \vo~-, 
Shou'd  be  th'  accuril  deilroyer  '.-—Strike,   in  pity,- 
And  end  this  hated  life  ! 

Selim.  Ceafe,    dear  Irene. 

Submit  to  Heaven's  high  will.— I  charge  thee  live} 
And  to  thy  utmoft  pow'r,   proteft  from  wrong 
My  helplefs,   friendlefs  mother ! 

Ire.  With  my  life 

I'll  fhield  her  from  each  wrong. —  That  hope  alone 
Can  tempt  me  to  prolong  a  life  of  woe  ! 

Selim.   O  my  ungovern'd  rage ! — To  frown  on  thee ! 
Thus  let  me  expiate  the  .cruel  wrong,  [Embracing. 

And  mingle  rapture  with  the  pains  of  death! 
Officer.  No  more.— Prepare -the  rack. 
Ire.  Stand  off,   ye  fiends ! 

Here  will  I  cling.     N.o  pow'r  on  earth  mall  part  us, 
Till  I  have  fav'd  my  Selim!  [4 flout. 

Officer.  Hark  !    what  noife 
Strikes  on  mine  ear? 

Selim.  Again !  [AJbaut. 

Ala.  Arm,    arm! — Treach'ry  and  murder!  [Without. 

[Executioners  gt  to  feizx  Selim. 

Selim.  Off  Haves ! — Or  I  will  turn  my  chains  to  arms, 
Anddafh  you  ;piece-meal !— '  For  I  have  heard  a  found 
«  Which  lifts  my  tow'ring  foul  to  Atlas'  height, 
'  That  I  cou'd  prop  the  fkies !' 

Ala.  Where  is  the  kiag  ? 

The  foe  pours  in.     '  The  palace  gates  are  burft  : 
'  Tlie  ceaninels  are  murder'd  !    Save  the  king ! 
*  They  feek  him  thro'  the  palace  !' 

Officer.  Death  and  ruin  ! 
Follow  me,  flaves  and  fa.ve  him. 

[Exit  Officer  and  Executioner . 

Sflim.  Now,   bloody  tyrant !  Now,  thy  hour  is  come  ! 
'  Ire.  What  means  yon  mad'ning  tumult! — O  my 

fears! 

'  ScJimS  Vengeance  at  length  hath  pierc'd  thefe  guilty 
And  walks  her  deadly  round  !  [walls, 

Ire.  Whom  doitthou  mean  !   myf.ither? 
Miai.  *  Yes:'  thy  father; 
Who  m.urder'd  mine ! 

Ire, 
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7/v.   I;  there  no  room  for  mercy  ? 
O  Selim!  by  our  love  !  — 

Selim.  Thy  tears  are  vain  ! 

Vain  were  thy  eloquence,  tho'  thou  didft  plead 
With  an  archangel's  tongue  ! 
Ire.  Spare  but  his  life  ! 

Selim.  Heav'n  knows  I  pity  thee.    But  he  mud  bleed  ; 
Tho'  my  own  life-blood,  nay,  tho'  thine,  more  dear, 
Shou'd  iflue  at  the  wound ! 

Ire.   Muft  he  then  die  ? 
Let  me  but  fee  my  father,  ere  he  perifh  ! 
Let  me  but  pay  my  parting  duty  to  him  ! — 

[Clajh  of-finerds. 

Hark ! — 'twas  the  clafh  of  fwords !  Heav'n  fave  my  father? 
O  cruel,  cruel  Seli::i  !  [Exit  Irene. 

Selim.  Curie  on  this  fervile  chain,  that  binds  me  fait, 
In  pow'rlefs  ignominy  ;  while  my  fv/ord 
Shou'd  haunt  its  prey,  and  cleave  the  tyrant  down  \ 

[ff'itbouf. 

O//7.  Where  is  the  prince  ! 
Seiim.  Here,   Othman,   '  bound  to  earth  ! 
4  Set  me  but  free  !' — O  curfed,  curfed  chain  ! 

Enter  Othman  and  party,  ivbo  free  Selim. 
Otb.  O  my  brave  prince  : — Heav'n  favours  our  dcfign. 

[Embraces  him. 
Take  that : — I  need  not  bid  thee  life  it  nobly. 

[  Giving  him  afword. 

Selim.  Now,  BarbarrJJ~a,  let  my  urin  meet  thine : 
'Tisall  1  afk  of 'Heav'n  !  '[Exit  Selim. 

Oth.  Guard  ye  the  prince —  [Part  go  out. 

Purfue  his  ftcps. — Now  this  way  let  us  turn, 
And  feek  the  tyrant.  [Exeunt  Othman,  &c. 

SCENE   changes  to  ths  open  palace. 

Enter  Barbaroffa. 

Ear.  Empire  is  loit,  and  life  :   Yet  brave  revenue 
Shall  clofe  my  life  in  glory. 

Enter  Othman. 
Have  [  found  thee, 
Diiii.-mbling  traitor? — Die  ! — 
•  Oth.  Long  hath  my  wilh, 

•  Pent  in  my  llruggling  brealt,  been  robb'd  orutterance. 
'  Now  valour  fcorns  the  maflt. — I  dare  the<v  tyrant ! 

'  And 
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'  And  arm'd  with  juftice,  thus  wou'd  meet  thy  rage, 
'  Tho'  thy  red  right  hand  grafp'd  the  pointed  thunder  ! 
*  Now,  Heav'n  decide  between  us  !  \Tbcy  fight. ' 

'  Bar.  Coward  ! 

'  Otb.  Tyrant ! 

«  Bar.  Traitor  ! 

'  Otb.  Infernal  fiend,  thy  words  are  fraught  with  falfe- 

'  hood  : 

'  To  combat  crimes  like  thine,  by  force  or  wiles, 
'  Is  equal  glory.'  [Barbarofla  falls. 

'  Sar.  I  faint !   I  die  ! — O  horror  !' 
Enter  Selim  and  Sadi. 

Selim.  The   foe  gives  way :   fure  this  way  went  the 

ftorm. 
Where  is  the  tyger  fled  ! — What  do  I  fee  ! 

Sadi.  Algiers  is  free  ! 

Otb.  This  fabre  did  the  deed  ! 

Selim.  I  envy  thee  the  blow  ! — '  Yet'  valour  fcorns 
To  wound  the  fallen. — But  if  life  remain, 
I  will  fpeak  daggers  to  his  guilty  ioul  ! 
Hoa  !  Barbarofla  !  Tyrant !  Murderer  ! 
'Tis  Selim,  Selim  calls  thee  ! 

Bar.  Off,  ye  fiends  ! 

Torment  me  not ! — O  Selim  art  thou  there  ! — 
Swallow  me  earth  !   '  Bury  me  deep,  ye  mountains ! 
'  Accurfed  be  the  day  that  gave  me  birth  !' 
Oh,  that  I  ne'er  had  wrong'd  thee  ! 

Selim.  Dolt  thou  then 

Repent  thee  of  thy  crimes ! — He  does !  He  does ! 
He  grafps  my  hand  !  See  the  repentant  tear, 
Starts  from  his  eye  ! — Doft  thou  indeed  repent  ? — 
Why  then  I  do  forgive  thee  :    '  From  my  foul 
'  I  freely  do  i'orgive  thee  !' — And  if  crimes 
Abhorrd  as  thine,  dare  plead  to  Heav'n  for  mercy, — 
May  Heav'n  have  metcy  on  thee  ! 

Bar.  Gen'rous  Selim  ! 

Too  good, — I  have  a  daughter  !  Oh,  proted  her  ! 
Let  not  my  crimes  ! —  [Diet. 

Otb.  There  fled  the  guilty  foul  ! 

Selim.  Hatte  to  the  city, — flop  the  rage  of  flaughter. 
Tell  my  brave  people,  that  Algiers  is  free ; 
And  tyranny  no  more.  [Exeunt  Slaves. 

'  Sadi. 
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'  SaJi.  And,  to  confirm 

The  glorious  tidings,  ibon  as  morning  mines, 
Be  his  dead  carcafe  dragg'd  throughout  the  city, 
A  fpeftacle  of  horror  ! 
'  Selim.  Curb  thy  zeal. 
Let  us  be  brave,  not  cruel :  nor  difgrace 
Valour,   by  barb'rous  and  inhuman  deeds. 
Black  was  his  ^u:lt  :   and  he  hath  paid  his  life, 
The  forfeit  of  his  crimes.    Then  (heath  the  fword  : 
Let  vengeance  die. — Juilice  is  fatisfy'd  !' 

Enter  Zaphira. 

Zafk.  What  mean  thefe  horrors! — wherefoe'er  I  turn 
My  trembling  fteps,  I  find  fome  dying  wretch, 
VVelt'ring  in  gore  ! — And  dolt  thou  live,  my  Stlim. 
Selim.  Lo,  there  he  lies  ! 
Zapb.  The  bloody  tyrant  flam  ! 
O  righteous  Heav'n  ! 

S,'i':m.  Behold  thy  valiant  friends, 
Whofe  faith  and  courage  have  o'erwhelm'd  the  pow'r 
Of  Barbarojfa.    Here,  once  more,  thy  virtues 
Shall  dignify  the  throne  and  blefs  thy  people. 
Zapb.  Juft  are  thy  ways,  O  Heav'n  ! — Vain  terrors 

hence ; 

Once  moTeZaf&ira's  bleft! — My  virtuous  fon, 
How  mall  I  e'er  repay  thy  boundlefs  love  ! 
Thus  let  me  fnatch  thee  to  my  longing  arms, 
And  on  thy  bofom  weep  my  griefs  away  ! 

Selim.  O  happy  hour ! — happy,  beyond  *  the  flight' 
Ev'n  '  of  any  ardent'  hope! — Look  down,  blefl  made* 
From  the  bright  realms  of  blifs  ! — Behold  thy  queen 
Unfpotted,  unfeduc'd,  unmov'd  in  virtue. 
Behold  the  tyrant  proftrate  at  my  feet ! 
And  to  the  mem'ry  of  thy  bleeding  wrongs, 
Accept  this  facrifke  ! 

Zaph.  My  generous  Stlim. 
Selim.  Where  is  Irene  ? 

Sad't.  With  looks  of  wildnefs,  and  diftrafted  mien, 
She  fought  her  father  where  the  tumult  rag'd  ; 
She  pafs'd  me,  while  the  coward  Aladin 
Fled  from  my  fword  :  and   as  J  cleft  him  down, 
She  fainted  at  the  fight. 
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Oto.  But  foon  recover'd  ; 
Zamcr,  our  trufty  friend,  at  my  command, 
Convey'd  the  weeping  fair-one  to  her  chamber. 

Selim.  Thanks  to  thy  generous  care : — Come,  let  us 

feek 
Th'  afflicted  maid. 

Zapb.  Her  virtues  might  atone 
For  all  her  father's  guilt ! — Thy  throne  be  hers  : 
She  merits  all  thy  love. 

Selim.  Then  hafte,  and  find  her. — O'er  her  father's 

crimes 

Pity  mall  draw  her  veil ;  '  nay,   half  abfolve  them,' 
When  fhe  beholds  the  virtues  of  his  child  !• 
Now  let  us  thank  th'  eternal  pow'r :  convinc'd, 
That  Heav'n  but  tries  our  virtue  by  affliction  : 
That  oft  the  cloud  which  wraps  the  prefent  hour, 
Serves  but  to  brighten  all  our  future  days ! 

Extunt  emnttt 
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•ks  of  cri ticks  hover  here  to-day,  "J 

vu't:ires  wait  on  armies  for  their  trey,  f 

jAU  gaping  for  the.carcaje  of  a  play  !  •* 

Iff'ith  croaking  notes  they  bode  fame  dire  event, 
And  follow  dying  $oets   by  the  fcent. 

Ours  gives  himjelf  for  gone  ;  you've  •ivfttel.Sd  vc/ir   time! 
He  fights  this  day  unarm' 'd;  withcut  his  rh\»ic~. 
-And  brings  a  tale  which  often  has  been  t^ui; 
As  fad  as  Dido'j  ;   and  almrft  as  old. 
His  hero,   whom  you  wits  his  bully  call,     - 
Hates  of  his  mettle,   and  j'carce  rants  at  all : 
He's  fomewhat  lew'd  ;   but  a  well-meaning  mind ; 
Weeps  much  ;  fights  little.  ;    but  is  -wondrous  kind. 
Jnjhort,   a  pattern,   and  companion  ft, 
For  all  the  keeping  toi:;es  of  the  pit. 

I  could  name  more  :  a  wife  and  mijlrefe  too  ;  ^ 

Both  (to  be  plain)  too  good  for  mojl  of  you  :  > 

*!  l.\  -^-ife  gtod-natitr'd,    and  the  mifirefs  true.  j 

Aoiv,  poets,  'if  your  fame  has  been  his  care^ 
Allow  him  all  the  candour  you  can  jpare. 
A  brave  man  f  corns  to  quarrel  once  a  day  j 
Like  Heflors,  in  at  ev'rj  petty  fray . 
Let  thofe  fi ltd  fault  wbofe  wit's  jb  very  f  mall, 
They've  need  to  Jbow  that  they  can  t.'ritik  at  -all '; 
Errors  like  ftraws  upon  the  furface  fl?*':  ; 
He  who  would  fearch  for  pearls,   mujt  dive  below. 
Fops  may  have  leave  to  level  all  they  can  ; 
As  ^pigmies  would  be  glad  to  lop  a  man. 
Half-wits  are  fleas  ;  fo  little  and  jo  light, 
Wefcarce  could  know;  they  live,  but  that  they  bitt. 
£ut,  as  the  rich,  when  lir'd  with  daily  feejls, 
For  change,  become  their  next  poor  tenant's  guefts  ; 
Drink  hearty  draughts  of  ale,  from  plain  or  own  bowls, 
Andfnatch  the  homely  rajberfrom  the  coals  : 
So  you,  retiring  from  much  better  cheer,    - 
For  once,  may  venture  to  do  penance  here. 
And  fence  that  plenteous  autumn  now  is  paji, 
Whofe  grapes  and  peaches  have  indulged  your  tafte, 
'Take  in  good  part,  from  our  poor  poet's  board. 
Such  Jhrivell'd fruits  as  winter  can  afford. 
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A  L  L    FOR    LOVE', 

OR,     THE 

WORLD    WELL    LOST.      , 

ACT     I.     SCENE,/**  Temple  of  His. 
Serapion,  Myris,  Priefti  o/ICis,di/co<vered. 

Str. T)Ortents  and  prodigies  are  grown  fo  frequent, 
JL      That  they  have  loft  their  name.     Our  fruitful 

Flow'd  ere  the  wonted  feafon,  with  a  torrent          [Nil* 

So  unexpected,   and  fo  wond'rous  fierce^ 

That  the  wild  deluge  overtook  the  hafte 

Ev'n  of  the  hinds  that  watch'd  it.     Men  and  beads 

Were  borne  above  the  tops  of  trees,  that  grew 

On  th'  unnoit  margin  of  the  water-mark. 

Then,  with  fo  fwift  an  ebb,  the  flood  drove  backward, 

Jt  flipt  from  underneath  the  fcaly  herd  : 

Here  monrtrous  Phoc<e  panted  on  the  more  ; 

Forfaken  dolphins  there,  with  their  broad  tails, 

Lay  laming  the  departing  waves :  hard  by  'em, 

Sea  horfes  flound'ring  in  the  flimy  mud, 

Tofs'd  up  their  heads,  and  dam'd  the  ouze  about  'em.. 

Enter  Alexas,   behind  them.  $ 

Myr.   Avert  thefe  omens,  Heaven.  &~&r*zA 

Ser.  Laft  night,  between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,-         / 

In  a  lone  ifle  o'the  temple  while  I  walk'd, 

A  whirlwind  rofe,   that,   with  a  violent  blaft, 

Shook  all  the  dome  :  the  doors  around  me  clapt  ; 

The  iron  wicket,  that  defends  the  vault, 

Where  the  long  race  of  Ptolemies  is  laid, 

Burft  open,  and  difclos'd  the  m-ghty  dead. 

A  3  Front- 
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From  out  each  monument,    in  order  plac'd, 
An  armed  gholl  ftarts  up  :  the  boy-king  laft 
Rear'd  his  inglorious  head.     A  peal  of  groans 
Tjien  follow'd,  and  a  lamentable  voice 
Cty'd,  ALgypt  is  no  more.     My  blood  ran  back, 
My  ihaking  knees  againft  each  ether  knock'd  ; 
Oh  the  cold  pavement  down  I  felHntranc'd, 
And  To  unfinifh'd  left  the  horrid  fcene  ! 

Mex.  And  dream'd  you    this  ?  or,    did   invent   t  he- 
ft ory?  \Sbeiuingbimj\lj. 
To  frighten  our  Egyptian  boys  withal, 
And  train  'em  up  betimes  in  fear  of  priefthood  ? 

Ser.  My  lord,  I  faw  you  not, 

Nor  meant  my -words  fhould  reach  your  ears  ;  but  what 
I  utter'd  was  moft  true. 

Alex.  A  foolifh  dream, 
Bred  from  the  fumes  of  indigefted  feafb, 
And  holy  luxury. 

Ser.  1  know  my  duty  : 
This  goes  no  farther. 

Alex.  'Tis  not  fit  it  mould: 
Nor  would  the  times  now  bear  it,   were  it  true. 
All  fouthern  from  yon  hills,  the  Roman  camp 
Hangs  o'er  us  black  and  threat'ning,   like  a  ftorm 
Juft  breaking  on  our  heads. 

'  Ser.  Our  faint  ^Egyptians  pray  for  Antony  ; 

*  But  in  their  fervile  hearts  they  own  Oftavius. 

'  Myr.  Why  then  does  Antony  dream  out  his  hours,. 
'  And  tempts  not  Fortune  for  a  noble  day, 
«  Which  might  redeem  what  AOium  loft  ? 

'  Alex.  He  thinks  'tis  paft  recovery. 

«  Ser.  Yet  the  foe 
«  Seems  not  to  prefs  the  fiege. 

'  Alex.  Oh,  there's  the  wonder. 

*  Mectrnai  and  Agrippa,  who  can  moft 

«  With  Ceefar,  are  his  foes.     His  wife  Offavia, 
'  Driv'n  from  his  houfe,  folicits  her  revenge  ; 
'  And  Dolabella,  who  was  once  his  friend, 
'  Upon  fome  private  grudge,   now  leeks  his  ruin  ; 
'  Yet  ftill  war  feems  on  either  fide  to  fleep.' 

Ser.  'Tis  ftrange  that  Antony,  for  fome  days  paft, 
Has  not  beheld  the  face  of  Cleopatra, 
But  here,  in  I/is'  temple  lives  retir'd, 

And. 
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And  makes  his  heart  a  prey  to  black  defpair. 

Alex.  'Tis  true  ;  and  we  much  fear  he  hopes  by  ab- 
To  cure  his  mind  of  love.  [fence 

'  Ser.  If  he  be  vanquim'd, 
Or  make  his  peace,  JEgypt  is  doom'd  to  be 
A  Roman  province  ;  and' our  plenteous  harvefts 
Mult  then  redeem  the  fcarcenefs  of  their  foil. 
While  Antony  Hood  firm,  our  Alexandria 
Rival'd  proud  Rome,  (dominion's  other  feat ;) 
And  Fortune  finding,  like  a  vaft  ColofTus, 
Could  fix  an  equal  foot  of  empire  here. 
'  Alex.   Had  I  my  wifh,  thefe  tyrants  of  all    nature, 
Who  lord  it  o'er  mankind,  mould  perifh,  perifli, 
Each  by  the  other's  fword  ;  but,  fince  our  will 
Is  lamely  follow'd  by  our  pow'r,  we  muft 
Depend  on  one  ;  with  him  to  rife  or  fall.' 
Ser.  How  Hands  the  queen  afFedled  ? 
Alex.  Oh!   me  dotes, 

She  dotes,  Serapion,  on  this  vanquim'd  man, 
And  winds  herfelf  about  his  mighty  ruins ; 
Whom,  would  fhe  yet  forfake,  yet  yield  him  up, 
This  hunted  prey  to  his  purfuers  hands, 
She  might  preferve  us  all:  but  'tis  in  vain1 
This  changes  my  defigns,  this  blafls  my  counfels, 
And  makes  me  ufe  all  means  to  keep  him  here, 
Whom  I  could  wifh  divided  from  her  arms, 
Far  as  the  earth's  deep  centre.     Well,  you  know 
The  flate  of  things ;  no  more  of  your  ill  omens, 
And  black  prognoftics  ;  labour  to  confirm 
The  people's  hearts. 

Enter  Ventidius,  Diking  ajide  ivitb  a  gentleman  of 

Antony'j. 

Ser.   Thefe  Romans  will  o'er-hear  us. 
But,   who's  that  ftranger  ?    By  his  warlike  port, 
His  fierce  demeanour,  and  ereded  look, 
He's  of  no  vulgar  note. 

Alex.   Oh  'tis  Ventidius, 
Our  emperor's  great  lieutenant  in  the  eafr, 
Who  firfl  fhew'd  Rome  that  Partbia  could  be  conquer'd. 
When  Antony  return'd  from  Syria  laft, 
He  left  this  man  to  guard  the  Roman  frontiers. 
Ser.  You  feem  to  know  him  well. 
Alex.  Too  well.     I  faw  him  in  Cicilia  firft, 

A  4  When 


8  A  L  L    FOR    LOVE. 

When  Cleopatra  there  met  Antony  ; 

A  mortal  foe  he  was  to  us,    and  JEgypt. 

But,  let  me  witnefs  to  the  worth  I  hate, 

A  braver  Roman  never  drew  a  fword  : 

Firm  to  his  prince;  but,  as  a  friend,  not  flave. 

He  ne'er  was  of  his  pleafures ;   but  prefides 

O'er  all  his  cooler  hours,   and  morning  counfels  : 

In  fhort,  the  plainnefs,  fiercenefs,  rugged  virtue, 

Of  an  old  true-ilampt  Roman  lives  in  him. 

His  coming  bodes  I  know  not  what  of  ill 

To  our  affairs.     Withdraw,   to  mark  him  better  j 

And  I'll  acquaint  you  why  I  fought  you  here, 

And  what's  our  prefent  work. 

[They  withdraw  to  a  corner  of  the  Jlage :  and  Venti- 
dius,  ^with  the  other,  comes  forward  to  the  front.] 

Vent.  Not.  fee  him,   fay  you  ? 
I  fay,  I  mult,    and  will. 

Gent.  He  has  commanded, 
On  pain  of  death,  none  mould  approach  his  prefence. 

Vent.  I  bring  him  news  will  raife  his  drooping  fpirita, 
Give  him  new  life. 

Gent.  He  fees  not  Cleopatra. 

Vent    Would  he  had  never  feen  her. 

Gent.  He  eats  not,  drinks  not,  fleeps  not,  has  no  life 
Of  any  thing,  but  thought ;    or,  if  he  talks, 
'Tis  to  himfelf,  and  then  'tis  perfeft  raving  : 
Then  he  defies  the  world,  and  bids  it  pafs. 
Sometimes  he  gnaws  his  lip,  and  curfes  loud 
The  boy  Ofiavius  ;  then  he  draws  his  mouth 
Into  a  fcornful  fmile,  and  cries,  take  all, 
The  world's  not  worth  my  care. 

Vent.  Juft,  juft  his  nature. 

Virtue's  his  path  ;  but  foinetimes  'tis  too  narrow 
For  his.vaft  foul ;  and  then  he  ftarts  out  wide, 
And  bounds  into  a  vice  that  bears  him  far 
From  his  firft  courfe,   and  plunges  him  in  ills  : 
'  But,  when  his  danger  makes  him  find  his  fault, 
'  Quick  toobferve,  and  full  of  fliarp  remorfe, 
'  He  cenfures  eagerly  his  own  mifdeeds, 
'  Judging  himfelf  with  malice  to  himfelf, 
'  And  not  forgiving  what  as  man  he  did, 
'  Becaufe  his  other  parts  are  more  than  man.' 

He 
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He  muft  not  thus  be  loft. 

[Alexas  and  the  priejls  come  forward, 

Alex.  You  have  your  full  initru&ions ;  now  advance  ; 
Proclaim  your  orders  loudly. 

Ser.  Romans,  ^Egyptians,  hear  the  queen's  command, 
Thus  Clecfatra.  bids  :  let  labour  ceafe ; 
To  pomp  and  triumphs  give  this  happy  day, 
That  gave  the  world  a  lord ;  'tis  Antony's. 
Live  Antony  ;   and  Cleopatra  live. 
Be  this  the  general  voice  fcnt  up  to  Heav'n, 
And  ev'ry  public  place  repeat  this  echo. 

Pent.  Fine  pageantry  !  [Afidf* 

Scr.  Set  out  before  your  doors 
The  images  of  all  your  fiecping  fathers, 
With  laurels  crovvn'd;  with  laurels  wreath  your  ports, 
And  ftrow  with  flow'rs  the  pavement ;  let  the  prieft 
Do  prefent  facrifice,  pour  out  the  wine, 
And  call  the  gods  to  join  with  you  in  gladnefs. 

Vent.  Curfc  on  the  tongue  that  bids  this  general  joy. 
Can  they  be  friends  of  Antony,  who  revel 
When  Antony's  in  danger  ?  Hide,  for  fhame, 
You  Romans,  your  great  grandfires  images, 
For  fear  their  fouls  mould  animate  their  marbles, 
To  blufh  at  their  degenerate  progeny. 

Alex.  A  love  which  knows  no  bounds  to  Antony, 
Would  mark  the  day  with  honours  ;  when  all  Heav'n 
Labour'd  for  him,  when  each  propitious  ftar 
Stood  wakeful  in  his  orb,  to  watch  that  hour, 
And  fhed  his  better  influence.    Her  own  birth-day 
Our  queen  neglefted,  like  a  vulgar  fate, 
That  pafs'd  obfcurely  by. 

Vent.  Would  it  had  flept, 
Divided  far  from  his,  till  fome  remote 
And  future  age  had  call'd  it  out,  to  ruin 
Some  other  prince,  not  him. 

Alex.  Your  emperor, 

Tho'  grown  unkind,  would  be  more  gentle,  than 
T'upbraid  my  queen,  for  loving  him  too  well. 

I'f'it.  '  Dees  the  mute  facrifice  upbraid  the  prieft  ?: 

He  knows  him  not  his  executioner. 

Oh  (lie  has  deck'd  his  ruin  with  her  love, 

Led  him  in  golden  bands  to  gaudy  {laughter, 

And  made  perdition  pleafing  :  {he  has  left  him 

A  5 .        .  *  The 
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'  The  blank  of  what  he  was  :' 

*  tell  thee,  eunuch,  fhe  has  quite  unmann'd  him  : 

Can  any  Roman  fee,  and  know  him  now, 

Thus  alter'd  from  the  lord  of  half  mankind, 

Unbent,   unfinew'd,  made  a  woman's  toy, 

Shrunk  from  the  vaft  extent  of  all  his  honours, 

And  crampt  within  a  corner  of  the  world  ? 

O   Antony  ! 

Thou  braveft  foldier,  and  thou  beft  of  friends  1 

Bounteous  as  nature;  next  to  nature's  god! 

Couldft  thou  but   make  new  worlds,  io  would'ft  thou 

As  bounty  were  thy  being.  Rough  in  battle,  [give'emr 

As  the  firft  Romans,  when  they  went  to  war  ^ 

Yet,  after  victory,  more  pitiful, 

Than  all  their  praying  virgins  left  at  home  ! 

Alex.  Would  you  could  add  to  thole  more  mining  vir- 
His  truth  to  her  who  loves  him.  [tues, 

Vent.  Would  I  could  not. 

But,  wherefore  waile  I  precious  hours  with  thee  ? 
Thou  art  her  darling  mifchief,  her  chief  engine, 
Atony's  other  fate.     Go  tell  thy  queen, 
ftntidluj  is  arriv'd,  to  end  her  charms. 
Let  your  ^Egyptian  timbrels  play  alone  ; 
Nor  mix  effeminate  founds  with  Roman  trumpets." 
You  dare  not  fight  for  Antony  ;  go  pray, 
And  keep  your  coward's  holy-day  in  temples. 

[Exeunt  Alex.  Scr. 
Enter  another  gentleman  of  M.  Antony's! 

2  Gent,  The  emperor  approaches,  and  commands, 
pn  pain  of  death,    that  none  prefume  to  Itay. 

j  Gent.  Idare  notdifobeyhim.  [Going  out  with  the  othtr. 

Vent.  Well,  I  dare. 

But  I'll  obferve  him  firft  unfeen,  and  find 
Which  way  his  humour  drives  :  the  relt  I'll  venture. 


Enter  Antony,  walking  with  a  difturtfd  motion  before 

hefpeaks. 

Ant.  They  tell  me,  'tis  my  birth-day,  and  I'll  keep  it 
With  double  pomp  of  fadnefs. 
'Ti§  what  the  day  deferves,  which  gave  me  breath. 
Why  was  I  rais'd  the  meteor  of  the  world, 
Hung  in  the  flcies,  and  biasing  as  I  travell'd, 
'Till  all  my  fires  were  fpent,  and  then  call  downward 
To  be  trod  out  by  Cafar  ?  Vent* 
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rent.  \_AJlde, ,]  On  my  foul 
'Tis  mournful,  wond'rous  mournful  ! 

Ant.   Count  thy  gains. 

Now,  Antony,  would'ft  thou  be  born  for  this  I 
Glutton  of  fortune,  thy  devouring  youth 
Has  ftarv'd  thy  wanting  age. 

Vent.  [Afide.~\  How  forrow  makes  him  ! 
So  now  the  tempeft  tears  him  up  by  th'  roots, 
And  on  the  ground  extends  the  noble  ruin. 

Ant.  [Having  thrown  himfelf  do-i/un.]   Lie  there   thcu 

Ihadow  of  an  emperor  ; 
The  place  thou  prefleft  on  thy  mother  earth 
Is  all  thy  empire  now  :   now  it  contains  thee  ; 
Some  few  days  hence,  and  then  'twill  be  too  large, 
When  thou'rt  contracted  in  thy  narrow  urn, 
Shrunk  to  a  few  cold  allies  ;  then  Odavia, 
(For  Cleopatra  will  not  live  to  fee  it) 
OJta--via  then  will  have  thee  all  her  own, 
And  bear  thee  in  herwidow'd  hand  to  Cafar. 
'   Cafar  will  weep,  the  crocodile  will  weep, 
'  To  fee  his  rival  of  the  univcrfe 

'  Lie  ftill  and  peaceful  there.'  I'll  think  no  moreon't. 
Give  me  fome  mufick  ;   look  that  it  be  fad. 
I'll  footh  my  melancholy,  'till  I  fwell, 

And  burft  myfelf  with  iighing 

'Tis  fomewhat  to  my  humour.      Stay,  I  fancy 

I'm  now  turn'd  wild,  a  commoner  of  nature  j  " 

Of  all  forfaken,  and  forfeiting  all  ; 

Live  in  a  fliady  forefl's  fylvan  fcene, 

Stretch'd  at  my  length  beneath  fome  Wafted  oak, 

I  lean  my  head  upon  the  mofly  bark, 

And  look  juft  of  a  piece,  as  I  grew  from  it : 

My  uncomb'd  locks,  matted  like  miiletoe, 

Hang  o'er  my  hoary  face  ;  a  murm'ring  brook 

Runs  at  my  foot • 

'  Vent.   Methinks,  I  fancy 
'  Myfelf  there  too. 

'  Ant.  The  herd  come  jumping  by  me, 
'   And  fearlefs  quench  their  thirft,  while  I  look  on, 
'   And  take  me  for  their  fellow  citizen. 
'  More  of  this  image,  more  ;  it  lulls  my  thoughts. 

['   Soft  mitjic  agai 
" 
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rent.  I  muft  difturb  him.     I  can  hold  no  longer. 

[Stands  before  him. 

Ant.  [Starting  up.]  Art  thou  Ventidius? 
Vent.  Are  you  Antony  ? 
I'm  liker  what  I  was,  than  you  to  him 
I  left  you  laft. 

'  Ant.  I'm  angry. 
'  Vent.  So  am  I.' 

Ant.  I  would  be  private.     Leave  me. 
Vent.  Sir,  I  love  you, 
And  therefore  will  not  leave  you. 

Ant.  Will  not  leave  me  ! 
Where  have  you  learnt  that  anfwcr  ?  Who  am  I? 

Vent.  My  emperor ;  the  man  I  love  next  Heav'n. 
If  I  faid  more,  I  think  'twere  fcarce  a  fin  : 
You're  all  that's  good,  and  god-like. 

Ant.  All  that's  wretched. 
You  will  not  leave  me  then  ? 

Vent.   'Twas  too  prefuming 
To  fay  I  would  not  :  but  I  dare  not  leave  you  ; 
And  'tis  unkind  in  you  to  chide  me  hence 
So  foon,  when  I  fo  far  have  come  to  fee  you. 

Ant.  Now  thou  haftfeen  me,  art  thou  fatisfy'd  ? 
For,  if  a    friend,   thou  haft  beheld  enough, 
And,  if  a  foe,  too  much. 

Vent.  Look,  emperor,  this  is  no  common  dew, 

[Weeping. 

I  have  not  wept  this  forty  years ;  but  now 
My  mother  cornes  afreih  into  my  eyes ; 
I  cannot  help  her  foftnefs. 

Ant.  By  Heav'n  he  weeps,  poor  good  old  man  he  weeps ! 
*i  The  big  round  drops  courle  one  another  down 
'   *j  The  furrows  of  his  cheeks.     Stop 'em,  Ventidius  t 
,  •   Or  I  Ihall  blufh  to  death  ;  they  fet  my  lhamc, 
4  That  caus'd  'em,  full  before  me. 
w  Vent.  I'll  do  my  bell.' 

Ant.  Sure  there's  contagion  in  the  tears  of  friends ; 
See,  I  have  caught  it  too.     Believe  me,  'tis  not 

for  my  own  griefs,  but  thine Nay,  father— 

Vent.  Emperor  ! 

Ant.  Emperor  !  Why  that's  the  ftile  of  viclory. 
The  conqu:ring  foldier,  reJ  with  unfelt  wounds, 
Salutes  his  general  fo  :  but  never  more 

Shall 
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Shall  that  found  reach  my  ears. 
Vent.  I  warrant  you. 
Ant.  Aft  him,  A  ft  i  urn  !  Oh 
Vent.   It  fits  too  near  you. 
Ant,  Here,  here  it  lies  ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day  ; 

And  in  my  fhort,  diftrafted,  nightly  {lumbers, 

The  hag  that  rides  my  dreams 

Vent.   Out  with  it  ;   give  it  vent. 
Ant.  Urge  not  my  mame— 

I  loft  a  battle. 

Vent.  So  has  Julius  done. 

Ant.  Thou  favour' it   me,   and  fpeak'ft  not  half  thou 

For  Julius  fought  it  out,  and  loll  it  fairly  :       [think'ft  ; 

But  Antony 

Vent.  Nay,  flop  not. 
Ant.   Antony, 

(Well,  thou  wilt  have  it)  like  a  coward,  fled, 

Fled  while  his  foldiers  fought  ?  fled  firft,  Ventidiui* 

Thou  long'ft  to  curfe  me,  and  I  give  thee  leave. 

'  I  k«ow  thou  cam'ft  prepar'd  to  rail. 
'   Vent.   I  did. 
'  Ant*  I'll  help  thee — I  have  been  a  man,  Ventidiui* 

Vent.  Yes,  and  a  brave  one ;  but 

Ant.  I  know  thy  meaning. 

But  I  have  loll  my  reafon,  have  difgrac'd 

The  name  of  foldier,  with  inglorious  eafe. 
In  the  full  vintage  of  my  flowing  honours, 
Sate  ftill,  and  faw  it  preft  by  other  hands. 
Fortune  came  fmiling  to  my  youth,  and  woo'd  it. 
And  purple  greatefs  met  my  ripen'd  years. 
When  firft  I  came  to  empire,  I  was  borne 
On  tides  of  people,  crouding  to  my  triumphs  : 
The  wifh  of  nations,  and  the  willing  world, 
Receiv'd  me  as  its  pledge  of  future  peace. 
I  was  fo  great,  fo  happy,  fo  belov'd, 
Fate  could  not  ruin  me;  till  I  took  pains, 
And  work'd  againft  my  fortune,  chid  her  from  me, 
And  turn'd  her  loofe  :  yet  ftill  fhe  came  again. 
My  carelefs  days,  and  my  luxurious  nights, 
At  length  have  weary'ci  her,  and  now  (he's  gone, 
Gone,  gone,  divorc'd  for  ever.'     Help  me,  foldier^ 

To  curfe  this  mad-man,  this  induftrious  fool, 

Who  labour'd  to  be  wretched.     Pr'ytheecuife  me. 
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Vent.  No. 
Ant.  Why? 

Vent.  You  are  too  fenfible  already 
Of  what  you've  done;  too  confcious  of  your  failings  j 
And  like  a  fcorpion,  whipt  by  others  firit 
To  fury,  ftiug  yourfelf  in  mad  revenge. 
I  would  bring  balm,  and  pour  into  your  wounds, 
Cure  your  diltemper'd  mind,  and  heal  your  fortunes. 
Ant.  I  know  thou  would'ft. 
rent.  I  will. 
Ant.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Vent.  You  laugh. 
Ant.  I  do,  to  fee  officious  love 
i  jive  cordials  to  the  dead. 

Vent.  You  would  be  loft  then  ? 

Ant.  I  am. 

Vent.  I  fay  you  are  not.     Try  your  fortune. 

Ant.  I  have  to  th'  utmoft.  Doft  thou  think  me  def- 

*  Without  juft  caufe?  No,  when  I  found  all  loft,  [perate 
'  Beyond  repair,  I  hid  me  from  the  world, 

'  And  learnt  to  fcorn  it  here  ;  which  now  I  do 

*  So  heartily,  I  think  it  is  not  worth 
«  The  coft  of  keeping. 

'  Vent.   Cfffar  thinks  not  fo  : 
«  He'll  thank  you  for  the  gift  he  could  not  take. 
'  You  would  be  kill'd,  like  Tully,  would  you  ?  Do 
«  Hold  out  you  throat  to  Co-far,  av.d  die  tamely. 
_i  Ant.  No,  I  can  kill  mylelf;  and  fo  refolve. 

'  Vent.  I  can  die  with  you  too,  when  time  mall  ferve  ; 
'  But  fortune  calls  upon  us  now  to  live, 
'  To  fight,  to  conquer.' 

Ant-.  Sure  thou  dream'ft,  Ventidius  ! 

Vent.  No  ;  'tis  you  dream  ;  you  fleep  away  your  hours 
In  defperate  {loth,  mifcall'd  philofophy. 
Up,  up,  for  honour's  fake  ;   twelve  legions  wait  you, 
And  long  to  call  you  chief.     By  painful  joarnies, 
I  led  'em,  patient  both  of  heat  and  hunger, 
Down  from  the  Parthian  marches,  to  the  Nile. 
'Twill  do  you  good  to  fee  their  fun-burnt  faces, 
Their  fcarr'd  cheeks,  and  chopt  hands  ;  there's  virtue  in 
They'll  fell  thofe  mangled  limbs  at  dearer  rates      ['em. 
Than  yon  trim  bands  can  buy. 

Ant.  Where  left  you  them  ? 

Vent. 
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Vent.  I  faid,  in  Lower  Syria. 

Ant.  Bring  'em  hither  ; 
There  may  be  life  in  thefe. 

feat.  They  will  not  come. 

Ant.   Why  didft  thou  mock  my  hopes  with  promised 
To  double  my  defpair  ?  They're  mutinous.  [aids, 

Vent.  Molt  firm  and  loyal. 
'  Ant.  Yet  they  will  not  march 
'  To  fuccour  me.     O  trifler  ! 

'   Vent.  They  petition 
'  You  would  make  haite  to  head  'em. 

'  Ant.  I'm  befieg'd. 

'  Vent.  There's  but  one  way  fhut  up — How  came  I 

'  Ant.  I  will  not  ftir.  [hither? 

•  Vent.  They  would  perhaps  defire 

•  A  better  reafon.' 

Ant.  '  I  have  never  us'd 
«  My  foldiers  to  demand  a  reafon  of 
'  My  aftions.'     Why  did  they  refufe  to  march  ? 

Vent.  They  faid,  they  would  not  fight  for  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  What  was't  they  faid  ? 

rent.  They  faid,  they  would  not  fight  for  Cleopatra. 
Why  mould  they  fight,  indeed,   to  make  her  conquer, 
And  make  you  more  a  flare  ?  To  gain. you  kingdoms, 
Which  for  a  kifs,  at  your  next  midnight  feaft, 
You'll  fell  to  her? — '  Then  me  new  names  her  jewels, 

*  And  calls  this  diamond  fuch  or  fuch  a  tax  ; 

'   Each  pendant  in  her  ear  fhall  be  a  province.' 

Ant.   Ventidius,  I  allow  your  tongue  free  licence 
On  all  my  other  faults  :  but,  on  your  life, 
No  word  of  Cleopatra  ;  (he  deferves 
More  worlds  than  I  can  lofe. 

Vent.  Behold,  you  pow'rs, 
To  whom  you  have  intrulled  human  kind  ; 
See  Europe,  Africk,  AJia  put  in  balance  ; 
And  all  weigh'd  down  by  one  light  worthlefs  woman  ! 
'  I  think  the  gods  are  Antonies,  and  give, 
'   Like  prodigals,  this  nether  world  away 
'  To  none  but  wafteful  hands.' 

Ant.  You  grow  prefumptuous. 

Vent.  I  take  the  privilege  of  plain  love  to  fpeak. 

Ant.  Plain  love  !  plain  arrogance,  plain  infolence  ! 
Thy  men  are  cowards  ;  thou,  an  envious  traitor  ; 

Who, 
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Who,  under  feeming  honefty,  hath  vented 
The  burden  of  thy  rank  o'erfiowing  gali. 
Oh,  that  thou  wert  my  equal ;  great  in  arms 
As  the  firft  C<efar  was,  that  I  might  kill  thce 
Without  ftain  to  my  honour ! 
.     Vent.  You  may  kill  me. 
You  have  done  more  already;  call'd  me  traitor. 
Ant.  Art  thou  not  one? 
Vent.  For  mewing  you  yourfelf, 
Which  none  elfe  durithave  done.     But  had  I  been 
That  name,  which  I  difdain  to  fpeak  again, 
J  needed  not  have  fought  your  abjeft  fortunes, 
Come  to  partake  your  fate,  to  die  with  you. 
What  hinder'd  me  to've  led  my  conqu'ring  eagles 
To  fill  OSavia's  bands  ?  I  could  have  been 
A  traitor  then,  a  glorious  happy  traitor, 
And  not  have  been  fo  call'd. 
Ant.  Forgive  me,  foldier  ; 
I've  been  too  paffionate. 

Vent.  You  thought  me  falfe  ; 
Thought  my  old  age  betray'd  you.     Kill  me,  fir; 
Pray  kill  me;  yet,  you  need  not,  your  unkindnefs 
Has  left  your  fword  no  work. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  fo  ; 
I  faid  it  in  my  rage  :  pr'ythee  forgive  me. 
Why  didft  thou  tempt  my  anger,  by  difcoverjr 
Of  what  I  would  not  hear. 
Vent.  No  prince  but  you 
Could  merit  that  fincerity  I  us'd, 
Nor  durft  another  man  have  vcntur'd  it : 
But  you,  e're  love  mifled  your  wand'ring  eyes, 
Were  fure  the  chief  and  beft  of  human  race, 
Fram'd  in  the  very  pride  and  boaft  of  nature  ; 
So  perfect,  that  the  gods  who  form'd  you  wonder'd 
At  their  own  (kill,  and  cry'd,  a  lucky  hit 
Has  mended  our  defign.     Their  envy  hindered, 
Elfe  you  had  been  immortal,  and  a  pattern 
When  Heav'n  would  work  for  oftentadon  fake, 
To  copy  out  rgain.' 
Ant.  But  Cleopatra    • 
Go  on  ;  for  I  can  bear  it  now. 
Vent.  No  more. 

Ant.  Thoudar'ft  not  truftmypaffion;  but  thou  may'ft; 
i  Thou 
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Thou  only  lov'ft,  the  reft  have  flatter'd  me. 

Vent.  Heaven's  bleffing  on  your  heart,  for  that  kind 
May  I  believe  you  love  me:   Speak  again.  [word. 

Ant.  Indeed  I  do.     Speak  this,  and  this,  and  this. 

[Hugging  him. 

Thy  praifes  were  u-njuft;  but  I'll  deferve  'em, 
And  yet  mend  all.     Do  with  me  what  thou  wilt ; 
Lead  me  to  viftory,  thou  know'll  the  way. 

rent.   And,  will  you  leave  this  - 

Ant.  Pr'ythee  do  not  curfe  her, 

And  I  will  leave  her;  though,  Heav'n  knows,  I  love 
Beyond  life,  conquell,  empire,  all,  but  honour  : 
But  I  will  leave  her. 

Vent.  That's  my  royal  mafter. 
And  lhall  we  fight? 

Ant.  I  warrant  thee,  old  fold ier  j 
Thou  malt  behold  me  once  again  in  iron, 
And,  at  the  head  of  our  old  troops,  that  beat 
The  Parthians,  cry  aloud,   Come  fellow  me. 

Vent.  Oh,  now  I  hear  my  emperor!  In  that  word 
Qaavius  fell.     Gods,  let  me  fee  that  day, 
And,  if  I  have  ten.  years  behind,  take  all ;. 
I'll  thank  you  for  th'  exchange. 

'  Ant.   6   Cleopatra  ! 

'  Vent.   Again ! 

'  Ant.  I've  done.     In  that  laft  figh,  flie  went. 

•  Ctgfar  (hall  know  what  'tis  to  force  a  lover 
'  From  all  he  holds  moftdear. 

'  Vent.   Mcthinks  you  breathe 
'  Another  foul ;  your  looks  are  more  divine ; 

*  You  fpeak  a  hero,  and  you  move  a  god.' 

Ant.  Oh,  thou  hall  fir'd  me!  my  foul's  up  in  arms. 
And  mans  each  part  about  me.     Once  again 
That  noble  eagernefs  of  fight  has  feiz'd  me ; 
That  eagernefs,  with  which  I  darted  upward 
To  Cajfiui'  camp.     In  vain  the  fteepy  hill 
Oppos'd  my  way;  in  vain  a  war  of  ipears 
Sung  round  my  head,  and  planted  all  my  fhield; 
I  won  the  trenches,  while  my  foremoft  mea 
Lagg'd  on  the  plain  below. 

Vent.  Ye  gods,  ye  gods, 
For  fuch  another  honour  ! 

Ant.  Come  on,  my  foldicr; 

Our 


il  ALL    FOR    LOVE. 

Our  hearts  and  arms  are  ftill  the  fame.     I  long 
Once  more  to  meet  our  foes ;  that  thou  and  I, 
Like  Time  and  Death,  marching  before  our  troops, 
May  tafte  fate  to  'em  ;  mow  'em  out  a  paflage, 
And,  ent'ring  where  the  foremoft  fquadrons  yield, 
Begin  the  noble  harveft  of  the  field.  [Exeunt. 


ACT        II. 

SCENE,     a    grand     Salocm 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 
C/^."1T7HAT  mail  I  do ;  or  whither  mall  I  turn  ? 
VV     Veatidiiu\lM&  o'ercome,  and  he  will  go. 

Alex.  He  goes  to  fight  for  you. 

Cleo.  Then  he  would  fee  me,  ere  he  went  to  fight, 
Flatter  me  not:  if  once  he  goes,  he's  loft, 
And  all  my  hopes  deftroy'd. 
>  Alex.  Does  this  weak  paifion 
Become  a  mighty  queen  ? 

Cleo.  I  am  no  queen. 
Is  this  to  be  a  queen,  to  be  befieg'd 
By  yon  infulting  Roman,  and  to  wait 
Each  hour  the  viftor's  chain  ?  Thefe  ills  are  fmall ; 
For  Antony  is  loll,  and  I  can  mourn 
For  nothing  elfe  but  him.     Now  come,  Oflavius, 
I  have  no  more  to  lofe ;  prepare  thy  bands ; 
I'm  fit  to  be  a  captive  :  Antony 
Has  taught  my  mind  the  fortune  of  a  flave. 
"Iras.   Call  reafon  toaflift  you. 

<C/eo.  I  have  none,  - 

And  none  would  have;  my  love's  a  noble  madnefs, 
Which  mows  the  caufe  deferve  it.     Moderate  forrow 
Fits  vulgar  love,  and  for  a  vulgar  man  : 
But  I  have  lov'd  with  fuch  tranfcendent  paflion, 
I  foar'd,  at  firft,  quite  out  of  reafon's  view, 
And  now  am  loft  above  it. — '  No,  I'm  proud 
'  'Tis  thus :  would  Antony  could  fee  me  now ; 
'  Think  you  he  would  not  figh  ?  Though  he  muft  leave 
'  Sure  he  would  figh  ;  for  he  is  noble-natur'd,  [me 

'  And  bears  a  tender  heart  j  I  know  him  well, 
•   ••  «Ah, 
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1  Ah,  no!  I  know  him  not;  I  knew  him  once, 
'  But  now  'tispait. 

'  Iras,  Let  it  be  paft  with  you  : 
'  Forget  him,  madam. 

'  Cleo.  Never,  never,  Iras. 

'  He  once  was  mine;  and  once,  though  now  'tis  gone, 
'  Leaves  a  faint  image  of  poffeflion  Hill. 

'  Alex.  Think  him  unconitant,  cruel,  and  ungrateful. 

'  Cleo.  I  cannot :  if  1  could,  thofe  thoughts  were  vain, 
'  Faithlefs,  ungrateful,  cruel,  though  he  be, 
'  I  Hill  muil  love  him.' 

Enter  Charmion. 

Now,  what  news,  my  Cbarmion? 
XVill  he  be  kind  ?  And  will  he  not  forfake  me? 
Am  I  to  live  or  die?  '  Nay,  do  I  live  ? 
'  Or  am  I  dead  ?  For  when  he  gave  his  anfwer, 
'  Fate  took  the  word,  and  then  I  liv'd  or  dy'd.* 

Char.  I  found  him,  madam 

Cleo.  A  long  fpeech  preparing? 
If  thou  bring'it  comfort,  haite,  and  give  it  me  j 
For  never  was  more  need. 

Irat.  ]  know  he  loves  you. 

Cleo.  Had  he  been  kind,  her  eyes  had  told  me  fo» 
Before  her  tongue  could  fpeak  it:  now  (he  lludies. 
To  foften  what  he  faid  ;  but  give  me  death, 
Jurt  as  he  fent  it,  Cbarmion,  undifguis'd, 
And  in  the  words  he  fpoke. 

Char.   I  found  him  then 

Jncompas'd  round,  I  think,  with  iron  ftatues, 
So  mute,  fo  motionlefs  his  foldiers  flood, 
While  awfully  he  caft  his  eyes  about, 
And  ev'ry  leader's  hopes  and  fears  furvey'd  ; 
Methought  he  look'd  refolv'd,  and  yet  not  pleas'd. 
When  he  beheld  me  ftruggling  in  the  crowd, 
He  blulh'd,  and  bade,  make  way. 

Alex.  There's  comfort  yet. 

Char.   Ventidius  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  my  pafTuge 
Severely,  as  he  meant  to  frown  me  back, 
And  fullenly  gave  place.     I  told  my  meflage 
Juft  as  you  gave,  broken  and  dilbrder'd ; 
1  nurnber'd  in  it  all  your  fighs  and  tears; 
And  while  I  mov'd  your  pitiful  requelt, 
That  you  but  only  begg'd  a  lail  farewel, 

He 
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He  fetch'd  an  inward  groan,  and  ev'ry  time 

I  nam'd  you,  figh'd,  as  if  his  heart  were  breaking> 

But  fhun'd  my  eyes,  and  guiltily  look'd  down. 

He  feem'd  not  how  that  awful  Antony 

Who  mook  an  arm'd  aflembly  with  his  nod; 

But  making  (how  as  he  would  rub  his  eyes, 

Difguis'd  and  blotted  out  a  falling  tear. 

C/eo.  Did  he  then  weep  ?  And  was- 1  worth  a  teafc? 
If  what  thou  hall  to  fay  be  not  as  pleafmg, 
Tell  me  no  more,  but  let  me  die  contented. 

Char.  He  bid  me  fay,  He  knew  himfelf  fo  well, 
He  could  deny  you  nothing,  if  he  faw  you  ; 
And  therefore 

Cleo.  Thou  would'il  fay,  he  would  not  fee  me. 

Char,  And  therefore  begg'd  you  not  to  ufe  a  power 
Which  he  could  ill  refill;  yet  he  fiiould  ever 
Refpeft  you  as  he  ought. 

Cleo.  Is  that  a  word 
For  Antony  to  ufe  to  Cleopatra  ? 
Oh,  that  faint  word,  refpedV.  how  I  difdain  it! 
Difdain  myfelf,  for  loving  after  it ! 

•  He  mould  have  kept  that  word  for  cold  Oaavia; 
'  RefpecT:  is  for  a  wife.     Am  I  that  thing, 

'  That  dull  infipid  lump,  without  deiires, 

*  And  without  pow'r  to  give  'em  ?' 

Alex.  You  misjudge; 

You  fee  through  love,  and  that  deludes  your  fight ; 
'  As  what  is  ftreight,  feems  crooked  through  the  water  j' 
But  I,  who  bear  my  reafon  undiilurb'd, 
Can  fee  this  Antony,  this  dreaded,  man, 
A  fearful  flave,  who  fain  would  run  away, 
And  fliuns  his  mailer's  eyes ;.  if  you  purfue  him, 
My  life  on't,  he  ftill  drags  a  chain  along, 
That  needs  mull  clog  his  .flight. 

Cleo.  Could  I  believe  thee 

Alex.  By  every  circumftance  I  know  he  loves. 
True,  he's  hard  preft,  by  int'reft  and  by  honour  ^ 
Yet  he  but  doubts,  and  parlies,  and  calls  out 
Many  a  long  look  for  fuccour. 

Cleo.  He  fends  word, 
He  fears  to  fee  my  face. 

Alex.  And  would  you  more  ? 
He  ihows  his  weaknefs  who  declines  ihc  combat ; 

And 
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And  you  mud  urge  your  fortune.     Could  he  fpeak 

More  plainly  ?  To  my  ears,  the  meflage  founds, 

Come  to  my  refcue,  Cleopatra,  come  ; 

Come,  free  me  from  Ventidius ;   from  my  tyrant ; 

See  me,  and  give  me  a  pretence  to  leave  him.   [A march. 

1  hear  the  trumpets.     This  way  he  muft  pafs. 

Pleafe  you,  retire  a  while;  I'll  work  him  firit, 

That.he  may  bend  more  eafy. 

Clco.  You  mail  rule  me ; 
But  all,  I  fear,  in  vain.          [Exit  ivitb  Char.  tfWIras. 

Alex.   I  fear  fo  too ; 

Though  I  conceaPdmy  thoughts,  to  make  her  bold  : 
But  'tis  our  utmoil  means,  and  fate  befriend  it. 

\_Withdraiiat.      A  march  till  all  are  on. 
Enter  Liflors  luith  Fafces  ;  one  bearing  the  Eagle :  then  enter 

Antony  and  Ventidius,  fcllovied by  other  Commanders. 

Ant.   Qdavius  is  the  minion  of  blind  chance  ; 
But  holds  from  virtue  nothing. 

Vent.  Has  he  courage  ? 

Ant.  But juft enough  to  feafon  him  from  coward. 
Oh,  'tis  the  coldeft  youth  upon  a  charge,} 
The  moft  deliberate  fighter  !  If  he  ventures, 
(As  in.Ilyria  once  they  fay  he  did, 
To  ftorm  a  town)  'tis  when  he  cannot  chufe, 
When  all  the  world  have  fixe  their  eyes  upon  him  ; 
And  then  he  lives  on  that  for  feven  years  after; 
But  at  a  clofc  revenge  he  never  fails. 

Vent.  I  hear'd  you  challeng'd  him. 

Ant.  I  did,   J'entidiui. 

What  think'ft  thou  was  his  anfwer?  'Twas  fo  taroe.— — 
He  faid  he  had  more  ways  than  one  to  die  : 
I  had  not. 

Vent.   Poor! 

Ant.  He  has  more  ways  than  one  : 
But  he  would  chufe  'em  all  before  that  one. 

Vent.   Hefirft  would  chufe  an  ague  or  a  fever. 

Ant.  No  ;  it  muft  be  an  ague,  not  a  fever  : 
He  has  not  warmth  enough  to  die  by  that. 

Vent.   Or  old  age  and  a  bed. 

Ant.  Ay,  there's  his  choice. 
.He  would  live,  like  a  lamp,  to  the  laft  wink, 
And  crawl  upon  the  utmoft  verge  of  life. 
vO  Hercules!    Why  fnould  a  man  like  this, 

Who 
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Who  dares  not  truft  his  fate  for  one  great  aftion, 
Be  all  the  care  of  Heav'n  ?  Why  fhould  he  lord  it 
O'er  fourfcore  thoufand  men,  of  whom  each  one 
Is  braver  than  himfelf  ? 

*  Pent.  You  conquer'd  for  him: 
Philippi  knows  it ;  there  you  fhar'd  with  him 
That  empire,  which  your  fword  made  all  your  own. 
'  Ant.  Fool  that  I  was,  .upon  my  eagle's  wings 
I  bore  this  wren,  'till  I  was  tir'd  with  foaring, 
And  now  he  mounts  above  me. 

Good  Heav'ns,  is  this,  is  this  the  man  who  braves  me  ? 
Who  bids  my  age  make  way?  Drives  me  before  him, 
To  the  world's  ridge,  and  fweeps  me  off  like  rubbifh  ?' 
Pent.  Sir,  we  lofe  time;  the  troops  are  mounted  all. 
Ant.  Then  give  the  word  to  march. 
I  Jong  to  leave  this  prifon  of  a  town, 
To  join  thy  legions ;  and,  in  open  field, 
Once  more  to  mow  my  face.     Lead,  my  deliverer. 

Enter  Alexas. 
Alex.  Great  emperor, 
In  mighty  arms  renown'd  above  mankind, 
But,  in  foft  pity  to  th'  opprefs'd,  a  god  ; 
This  meflage  fends  the  mournful  Cleopatra 
To  her  departing  lord. 
Pent.  Smooth  fycophant ! 

Alex.  A  thoufand  wifhes,  and  ten  thoufand  pray'rs, 
Millions  of  bleffings  wait  you  to  the  wars ; 
Millions  of  fighs  and  tears  me  fends  you  too, 
And  would  have  fent 
'  As  many  dear  embraces  to  your  arms,' 
As  many  parting  kifles  to  your  lips  ; 
But  thofe,  flic  fears  have  weary'd  you  already. 
yatt.  [AJSde.]  Falfe  crocodile! 

Alex.  And  yet  fhe  begs  not  now,  you  would  not  leavtf 
That  were  a  wifh  too  mighty  for  her  hopes,  [her, 

And  too  prefuming  (for  her  low  fortune,  and  your  eb- 
bing love,) 

That  were  a  wifh  for  her  moft  profp'rous  days, 
H  r  blooming  beauty,  and  your  growing  kindnefs. 
Ant.  [4fi<te.~\  Well,  I  muft  man  it  out— What  would 

the  queen  ? 

Alex.  Firft  to  thefe  noble  warriors,  who  attend 
Your  daring  courage  in  the  chace  of  fame, 

(Too 
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(Too  daring  and  too  dang'rous  for  her  quiet) 
She  humbly  recommends  all  me  holds  dear, 
All  her  own  cares  and  fears,  the  care  of  you. 

Vent.  Yes,  witnefs  Aftium. 

Ant.  Let  him  fpeak,  Ventidius. 

Alex.  You,  when  his  matchlefs  valour  bears  him  for- 
With  ardour  too  heroick,  on  his  foes,  [ward, 

Fall  down,  as  me  would  do,  before  his  feet; 
Lie  in  his  way,  and  flop  the  paths  of  death  ; 
Tell  him,  this  god  is  not  invulnerable, 
That  abfent  Cleopatra  bleeds  in  him  ; 
And,  that  you  may  remember  her  petition, 
She  begs  you  wear  thefe  trifles,  as  a  pawn, 
Which,  at  your  wifh'd  return,  me  will  redeem 

[Gives  jewels  to  the  Commanders. 
With  all  the  wealth  ofJSgypt. 
This,  to  the  great  Ventidius  me  prefents, 
Whom  me  can  never  count  her  enemy, 
Becaufe  he  loves  her  lord. 

Vent.  Tell  her,  I'll  none  on't; 
I'm  not  amam'd  of  honell  poverty  ; 
Not  all  the  diamonds  of  the  eafl  can  bribe 
Ventidius  from  his  faith.     I  hope  to  fee 
Thefe  and  the  reft  of  all  her  fparkling  ftore, 
Where  they  mail  more  defervingly  be  plac'd. 

Ant.  And  who  muft  wear  'em  then  ? 

Vent.  The  wrong'd  Ofia<via. 

Ant.  You  might  have  fpar'd  that  word. 

Vent.  And  me  that  bribe. 

Ant.  But  have  I  no  remembrance  ? 

Alex.  Yes,  a  dear  one  ; 
Your  flave,  the  queen—— — • 

Ant.'  My  miftrefs. 

Alex.  Then  you  miftrefs. 

Your  miftrefs  would,  me  fays,  have  fent  her  foul, 
But  that  you  had  long  fince  ;  me  humbly  begs 
This  ruby  bracelet,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts, 
(The  emblems  of  her  own)  may  bind  your  arm. 

\Prefenting  a  bracelet. 

Vent.  Now,  my  beft  lord,  in  honour's  name  I  afk  you, 
For  manhood's  fake,  and  for  your  own  dear  fafety, 
Touch  not  thefe  poifon'd  gifts, 
Infedled  by  the  fender ;  touch  'em  not ; 

My- 
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Myriads  of  blueft  plagues  lie  underneath  'em, 
And  more  then  aconite  has  dipt  the  filk. 

Ant.  Nay,  new  you  grow  too  cynical,  Ventidiut; 
A  lady's  favours  may  be  worn  with  honour. 
What,  to  refufe  her  bracelet!  On  my  foul, 
When  I  lie  penfive  in  my  tent  alone, 
'Twill  pafs  the  wakeful  hours  of  winter  nights. 
To  tell  thefe  pretty  beads  upon  my  arm, 
To  count  for  every  one  a  foft  embrace, 
A  melting  kifs  at  fuch  and  fuch  a  time ; 
And  now  and  then  the  fury  of  her  love, 
When—— — And  what  harm's  in  this  ? 

Alex.  None,  none,  my  lord, 
But  what's  to  her,  that  now  'tis  paft  for  ever. 

Ant.  [Going  to  tie  if.]  We  foldiers  are  fo  aukward— 
Help  me  to  tie  it. 

Alex.  In  faith,  my  lord,  we  courtiers  too  are  aukward 
In  thefe  affairs ;  fo  are  ail  men  indeed; 
•  Ev*ri|J,  who  am  not  one.'     But  fhall  J  fpeak-? 

Ant.  Yes,  freely. 

Alex.  Then,  my  lord,  fair  hands  alone 
Are  fit  to  tie  it ;  ftie  who  fent  it  can. 

Vent.  Hell.!  death!  this  eunuch  pandar  ruins  you. 
You  will  not  fee  her  ? 

[Alexas  ivbifpers  an  attendant,  who  goes  out* 

Ant.  But  to  take  my  leave. 

Vent.  Then  I  have  wafh'd  an  jEtbiop.     Y'are  undone! 
Y'are  in  the  toils!  y'are  taken !  y'aredeftroy'd! 
Her  eyes  do  C<r/ar's  work. 

Ant.  You  fear  too  foon. 

I'm  conftant  too  myfelf :  I  know  my  ftrength  ; 
And  yet  fhe  (hall  not  think  me  barbarous  neither. 
Born  in  the  depths  of  Africk  ;  I'm  a  Roman, 
Bred  to  the  rules  cf  foft  humanity. 
A  gueft,  and  kindly  us'd,  mould  bid  fare wel. 

.Vent.  You  do  not  know 

How  weak  you  are  to  her;  how  much  an  infant ; 
You  are  not  proof  againft  a  fmile  or  glance  ; 
A  figh  will  quite  difarm  you. 

Ant.   See,   (lie  comes! 

Now  you  mall  find  your  error.     Gods,  I  thank  you; 
I  form'd  the  danger  greater  than  it  was,    . 
And  now  'tis  near,  'tis  leflen'd. 
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Vent.  Mark  the  end  yet. 

Enter  Cleopatra,   Charmion,  ard  Iras. 

Ant.  Well,  madam,  we  are  met. 

Clev.  Is  this  a  meeting  ! 
Then,  we  mult  part! 

Ant.  We  mull. 

Clee.  Who  fays  we  muft  ? 

Ant.  Our  own  hard  fates. 

Cleo.  We  make  thofe  fates  ourfelves, 

Ant.  Yes,  we  have  made  'em;    we  have  lov'd  each 
Into  our  mutual  ruin.  [other 

Cleo.  The  gods  have  feen  my  joys  with  envions  eyes ; 
*  I  have  no  friends  in  Heav'n;'  and  all  the  world, 
(As  'twere  the  bufmefs  of  mankind  to  part  us) 
Js  arm'd  againft  my  love ;  ev'n  you  yourfelf 
Join  with  the  reil :  you,  you  are  arm'd  againft.  me, 

Ant.  I  will  be  juitified  in  all  I  do 
To  late  poftcrity,  and  therefore,  hear  me  ; 
If  I  mix  a  lie 

With  any  truth,  reproach  me  freely  with,it» 
Elfe,  favour  me  with  filence. 

Cleo.  You  command  me, 
And  I  am  dumb. 

Vent.  I  like  this  well :   he  mows  authority. 

Ant.  That  I  derive  my  ruin 
From  you  alone . 

Cleo.  O  Heav'ns !  I  rain  you  ! 

Ant.  You  promifed  me  your  filence,  and  you  break  & 
Ere  I  have  fcarce  begun. 

Cleo.  Well,  I  obey  you. 

Ant.  When  I  beheld  you  firft,  it  was  in  Egypt t 
Ere  Co-jar  faw  your  eyes ;  you  gave  me  love, 
And  were  too  young  to  know  it ;  that  I  fettled 
Your  father  on  his  throne,  was  for  your  fake  ; 
I  left  th'  acknowledgment  for  time  to  ripen. 
Co-far  ftept  in,  and  with  a  greedy  hand 
PIuckM  the  green  fruit,  ere  the  firlr,  blufh  cf  red, 
Yet  cleaving'  to  the  bough.     He  was  my  lord, 
And  was,  bcfide,  too  great  for  me  to  rival. 
But  I  deferv'd  you  firft,  tho'  he  enjoy 'd  you. 
When,  after,  I  beheld  you  in  Ci/icr'a, 
An  enemy  to  Rome,  I  pardon'd  you, 

CU-o.  1  clear'd  myfelf 

B  jfi#* 
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Ant.  Again  you  break  your  promife 
I  lov'd  you  ftill,  and  took  your  weak  excufes. 
Took  you  into  my  bofom,  llain'd  by  Ca>/ar, 
And  not  half  mine:  I  went  to  JEgypt  with  you, 
And  hid  me  from  the  bus'nefs  of  the  world, 
Shut  out  enquiring  nations  from  my  fight, 
To  give  whole  years  to  you. 

Vent.  Yes,  to  your  ihame  be't  fpoken.  [AjiJe. 

Ant.  How  I  lov'd 

Witnefsye  days  and  nights,  and  all  ye  hcurs, 
That  danc'd  away  with  down  upon  your  feet, 
As  all  your  bus'nefs  were  to  count  my  pafiion. 
One  day  pall  by,  and  nothing  faw  but  love  ; 
Another  came,  and  ftill  'twas  only  love; 
The  funs  were  weary'd  out  with  looking  on, 
And  I  untir'd  with  loving. 
I  faw  you  ev'ry  day,  and  all  the  day, 
And  ev'ry  day' was  ftill  but  as  the  £rit ; 
So  eager  was  I  ftill  to  fee  you  more. 

Vent.  'Tis  all  too  true. 

Ant.  Fulvia,  my  wife,  grew  jealous, 
As  fh.e  indeed  had  reafon,  rais'J  a  war 
In  Italy,  to  call  me  back. 

Vent.  But  yet 
You  went  not. 

'Ant.  While  within  your  arms  I  lay, 
The  world  fell  mouldring  from  my 'hands  each  hour, 
And  left  me  fcarce  a  grafp,  I  thank  your  love  for'i. 

Vent.  Well  pufti'd  !  that  laft  was  home. 

Cko.  Yet  may  I  fpeak  ? 

Ant.  If  I  have  urg'd  a  fallhood,  yes;  e!fe,  not. 
Your  filence  fays  I  have  not.     Ful'-jja  dy'd ; 
(Pardon,  you  gods,  with  my  unkindnefs  dy'd.) 
To  fet  the  world  at  peace,  I  took  Of?a--uia. 
This  C<rfar's  filter  ;  in  her  pride  of  youth, 
And  flow'r  of  beauty  did  I  wed  that  lady, 
Whom.bluihing  I  muft  praife,  altho'  I  left  her. 
You  calPd  ;  my  love  obey'd  the  fatal  fummons : 
This  rais'd  the  Roman  arms ;  the  caufc  was  yours. 
I  would  have  fought  by  land,  where  I  was  ftronger; 
You  hinder'd  it :  yet,  when  I  fought  at  fea, 
Forfook  me  fighting;  and,  O  ftain  to  honour '. 
O  lafting  Ihame  !  I  knew  not  that  I  fled, 
But  fled  to  follow  you. 

Vent. 
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I'cnt.  What  hade  fne  made  to  hoift  her  purple  fails  ; 
And,  to  appear  magnificent  in  flight, 
Drew  half  our  (trength  away. 

Ant.  All  this  you  caus'd. 
And,  would  you  multiply  more  ruins  on  me? 
This  honeit  man,  my  beft,  my  only  friend, 
Has  gather'd  up  the  (hipwreck  of  my  fortunes; 
Twelve  legions  I  have  left,  my  lall  recruits, 
And  you  have  watch'd  the  news,  and  bring  your  eyei 
To  feize  them  too.     If  you  have  ought  to  anfwer, 
Now  fpeak,  you  have  free  leave. 

Alex.  She  (lands  confounded  : 
Defpair  is  in  her  eyes.  [AJiJe. 

Vent.  Now  lay  a  figh  i'th'way,  to  flop  his  paflage  : 
Prepare  a  tear,  and  bid  it  for  his  legions ; 
'Tis  like  they  (hall  be  fold. 

Cleo.  How  (hall  I  plead  my  cnufe,  when  you  my  j  udge 
Already  have  condemn'd  me  ?  Shall  I  bring 
The  love  you  bore  me  for  my  advocate  ? 
That  now  is  turn'd  againft  me,  that  deitroys  me  ; 
For  love  once  pad,  is,  at  the  beft,  forgotten, 
But  oftner  fours  to  hate:  'twill  pleale  my  lord 
To  ruin  me,  and  therefore  I'll  be  guilty. 
But,  could  I  once  have  thought  it  would  have  pleas'd  yOH, 
That  you  would  pry,  with  narrow  fearching  eyes 
Into  my  faults,   fevere  to  my  defbru&ion, 
And  watching  all  advantages  with  care, 
That  ferve  to  make  me  wretched  ?  Speak,  my  lord, 
For  I  end  here.     Though  I  deferve  this  ufage, 
Was  it  like  you  to  give  it  ? 

Ant.  Oh,  you  wrong  me, 
To  think  I  fought  this  parting,  or  dedr'd 
T'  accufe  you  more  than  what  will  clear  myfelf, 
And  juftify  this  breach. 

Cleo.  Thus  low  I  thank  you  ; 
And  fince  my  innocence  will  not  offend, 
I  (hall  not  blufli  to  own  it. 

Vent.   After  this 
J  think  (he'll  blu(h  at  nothing. 

Cleo.  You  feem  griev'd, 
(And  therein  you  aie  kind)  that  Ceefar  firft 
Enjoy'd  my  love,  though  you  deferv'dit  better. 
For,  had  I  firil  been  yours,  it  would  have  fav'd 
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My  fecond  choice ;  I  never  had  been  his, 
And  ne'er  had  been  but  yours.     But  Ctefar  firrt, 
You  fay,  poflefs'd  my  love.     Not  fo,  my  lord  : 
He  firft  poflefs'd  my  perfon,  you  my  love  ; 
Cfffar  lov"d  me ;    but  I  lov'd  Antony. 

*  If  I  endur'd  him  after,    'twas  becaufe 

*  I  judg'd  it  due  to  the  firft  name  of  men  ; 

'  And,  half  conftrain'd,   I  gave,  as  to  a  tyrant, 
'  What  he  would  take  by  force.' 

Vent.  O  fyren  !  fyren  ! 

Yet  grant  that  all  the  love  me  boafts  were  true, 
Has  me  not  ruin'd  you  ?   I  ftill  urge  that, 
The  fatal  confequence. 

Cleo.  The  confequence  indeed, 
For  I  dare  challenge  him,   my  greateft  foe, 
To  fay  it  was  defign'd:  'tis  true,   J  lov'd  you, 
And  kept  you  far  from  an  uneafy  wife, 
Such  Fulvia  was. 

Yes,    but  he'll  fay,  you  left  Oftavia  for  me : 
And  can  you  blame  me  to  receive  that  love, 
Which  quitted  fuch  defert  for  worthiefs  me  ? 
How  often  have  I  wiih'cl  feme  other  Co-far, 
Great  as  the  nrft,  and  as  the  feccnd  young, 
Would  court  my  love,   to  be  rcfus'd  for  you  ! 

Vent.  Words,    words!    But  Acliumt    fir,    remember 
Aflium. 

Cleo.  Ev'n  there,  I  dare  his  malice.     True,   I  coun- 
To  fight  at  fea;    but,   I  betray'd  you  not.  [fell'd 

.1  fled,    but  not  to  the  enemy.     'Twas  fear  : 
Would  I  had  been  a  man,   not  to  have  fear'd, 
For  none  would  then  have  cnvy'd  me  your  friendfhip, 
Who  envy  me  your  love. 

Ant.  We're  both  unhappy; 
If  nothing  elfe,   yet  our  ill  fortune  parts  us. 
Speak !  Would  you  have  me  periih  by  my  ihiy  ? 

Cleo.  If  as  a  friend  you  afk  my  judgment,  go; 
If  as  a  lover,  ftay.     If  you  mult  periih — 
'Tis  a  hard  word  ;   but  Hay. 

Vent.  See  now  the  efFefts  of  her  fo  boafted  love  I 
She  ftrives  to  drag  you  down  to  ruin  with  her : 
But,   could  {he  fcape  without  you,    O  how  foon 
Would  flie  let  go- her  hold,  and  haftc  iu  'here, 
And  never  look  behind ! 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Then  judge  my  love  by  this. 

[Giving  Antony  a  'writing, 
Cou'd  I  have  borne 
A  life  or  death,    a  happinefs  or  woe 
From  yours  divided,    this  had  giv'n  me  means. 

Ant.   By  Hercules i  the  writing  of  Qflavius  ! 
'  I  know  it  well :   'tis  that  profcribing  hand, 
'  Young  as  it  was,   that  led  the  way  to  mine, 

*  And  left  me  but  the  feeond  place  in  murder'       •« 
See,    fee,    I'entidius !  here  he  offers  jEgyptt 

And  joins  all  Syria  to  ic,  as  a  prefent, 
So,  in  requital,  me  forfakes  my  fortunes, 
And  joins  her  arms  with  his. 

Cleo.  And  yet  you  leave  me  ! 
You  leave  me,  Antony*,  and  yet  J'love  you. 
Indeed  I  do  :  I  have  refus'd  a  kingdom, 
That's  a  trifle; 

For  I  could  part  with  life,  with  any  thing, 
But  only  you.  O  let  me  die  but  with  you! 
Is  that  a  hard  requeft  ? 

Ant.  Next  living  with  you, 
'Tisall  that  Heav'n  can  give. 

'  Alex.   He  melts  ;  we  conquer.  [AJide.' 

Cleo.  No;  you  (hall  go;  your  int'reft  calls  you  hence  ; 
Yes  ;  your  dear  int'reft  pulls  too  ftrong  for  thefe 
Weak  arms  to  hold  you  here  [fTakes  his  hand, 

Go;   leave  me,  foldier  ; 

(For  you're  no  more  a  lover  :)  leave  me  dying; 
Pufh  me  all  pale  and  panting  from  your  bofom, 
And  when  your  march  begins,  let  one  run  after, 
Breathlefs  almoJt  for  joy.  and  cry,  ihe's  dead  ! 
The  foldiers  fhout ;  you  then  perhaps  may  figh, 
And  mufter  all  your  Roman  gravity  ; 
Ventidius  chides,  and  ftraight  your  brow  clears  up,    • 
As  I  had  never  been. 

Ant.  Gods,  'tis  too  much!  too  much  for  man  to  bear  t 

Cleo.  What  is't  for  me  then, 
A  weak  forfaken  womr.n,  and  a  lover  ? 
Here  let  me  breathe  my  laft;  envy  me  not 
This  minute  in  your  arms!  I'll  die  '  apace, 

*  As  faft  as  e'er  I  can ,'  and  end  your  trouble. 

Ant.  Die! — Rather  let  me periuS  !  Loofen'd  nature 
Leap  from  its  hinges,  fink  the  props  of  Heav'n, 
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And  fall  the  flcies  to  crufh  the  nether  world. 

My  eyes?   my  foul  !   my  all! {Embraces  her. 

'  Vent.  And  what's  this  toy, 
*  In  balance  with  your  fortune,  honour,  fame  ? 

'Ant.   What  is't,    Ventidius !    it  oat-weighs  'email; 
'  Why,  we  have  more  than  conquer'd  Ctgfar  now  : 
'  My  queen's  not  only  innocent,    but  loves  me. 
4  This,  this  is  me  who  drags  me  down  to  ruin  1' 
But,  could  (he  fcape  without  me,  with  what  hafte 
Would  fhe  let  flip  her  hold,  and  make  to  more, 
And  never  lock  behind  ! 
Down  on  thy  knees,  blafphemer  as  thou  art, 
And  afk  forgivenefs  of  wrong'd  innocence. 

Vent.   I'll  rather  die,   than  take  it.     Will  you  go  ? 

Ant.  Go!  Whither?  Go  from  ail  that's  excellent ! 
Faith,  honour,  virtue,  all  good  things  forbid, 
'  That  I  fhould  go  from  her,  who  fets  my  love 
'  Above  the  price  of  kingdoms.     Give,  you  gods,' 
Give  to  your  boy,    your  Co-far, 
This  rattle  of  a  globe  to  play  withal, 
/This  gew-gaw  world,    and  put  him  cheaply  off: 
I'll  not  be  pleas'd  with  lefs  than  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  She's  wholly  yours.     My  heart's  fo  full  of  joy, 
That  I  fhall  do  fome  wild  extravagance 
Of  love  in  public  ;    and  the  foolilh  world, 
Which  knows  not  tendernefs,  will  think  me  mad. 

Vent,  O  women !  women !  women  !  All  the  gods 
Have  not  fuch  pow'r  of  doing  good  to  man, 
As  you  of  doing  harm.  \Exit. 

Ant.  Our  men  are  arm'd. 
Unbar  the  gate  that  looks  to  CV/2?r's  camp; 
I  would  revenge  the  treachery  he  meant  me  ; 
And  long  fecurity  makes  conqueft  eafy. 
I'm  eager  to  return  before  I  go; 
For  all  the  pleafures  I  have  known,   beat  thick 
On  my  remembrance.     How  I  long  for  night ! 
That  both  the  fweets  of  mutual  love  may  try, 
And  triumph  once  o'er  C&far  ere  we  die.  [Exeunt. 
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E»i!rr  Cleopatra,  Charmion,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  train  of 
^Egyptians  j  Antony  and  Romans.  Cleopatra cM--w,ts 
Antony 


Ant.  T  Thought  how  thofe  white  arms  would  fold  me  in, 
4  '  And  drain  me  clofe  and  melt  me  into  love  ; 
So  pleas'd  with  that  fweet  image,  I  fprung  forwards, 
And  added  all  my  ftrengch  to  every  blow. 
'  Cleo.  Come  to  me,  come,  my  foldier,  to  my  arms, 
You've  been  too  long  away  from  my  embraces  ; 
But,  when  I  have  you  fait,  and  all  my  own, 
With  broken  murmurs,  and  with  amorous  fighs, 
I'll  fay,  you  are  unkind,  and  punifhyou, 
And  mark  you  red  with  many  an  eager  kifs.' 
Ant.   My  brighter  Venus  ! 
Cleo.   O  my  greater  Mars  ! 
Ant.  Thou  join'ft  us  well,  my  love. 
Suppofe  me  come  from  the  Phhgr&an  plains, 
Where  gafping  giants  lay,  cleft  by  my  fword  : 
And  mountain  tops  par  d  oiF  each  other  blowy 
To  bury  thofe  I  flew  ;   receive  me,  goddefs  ; 
Let  Ctzfar  fpread  his  fubtle  nets,  like  Vulcan, 
In  thy  embraces  I  would  be  beheld 
By  Heav'n  and  earth  at  once, 
And  make  their  envy  what  they  meant  their  fport. 
Let  thofe  who  took  us  hlufh  :.I  would  love  on 
With  awful  ftate,  regardlefs  of  their  frowns, 
As  their  fuperior  god.' 

There's  no  fatiety  of  love  in  thee  ; 

Enjoy'd,  thou  ftiii  art  new ;  perpetual  fpring 

Is  in  thy  arms ;  the  ripen'd  fruit  but  falls, 

And  bloflbms  rife  to  fill  its  empty  place, 

And  I  grow  rich  by  giving. 

Enter  Ventidius,  and  ft  an  ds  apart. 
Alex.  O  now  the  dangers  pail ;  your  general  comes, 

He  joins  not  in  your  joys,  nor  minds  your  triumphs  : 

But,  with  contracted  brows,  looks  frowning  on, 

As  envying  your  fuccefs. 

Ant.  Now,  on  my  foul,  he  loves  me,  truly  loves  me; 
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I  Ie  never  fiatter'd  me  in  any  vice, 

J^irt  awes  me  with  his  virtue  ;  even  this  minute 

Methinks  he  has  a  right  of  chiding  me. 

Lead  to  the  temple;  I'll  avoid  his  prefence, 

it  checks  too  ftrong  upon  me.  {Exeunt  the  rejt. 

[ds  Antony  is  going,  Ventidius/«//f  him  by  the  rote. 

I'tat.  Emperor  ! 

.-int.  'Tis  the  old  argument;  I  pr'ythee  fpare  me. 

[Looking  back. 

Fent.  Bat  this  one  hearing,  emperor. 

/.  Let  go 
I'M;,  robe!  or,    by  my  father  Hercules 

l''m:t.  By  Hercules'1 's  father — that's  yet  greater, 
\  bring  you  fomewhat  you  would  wifti  to  know.       , 

Ant.  Thou  feell  ue  are  obferv'd  ;  attend  me  here, 
;'v.;d  I'll  return.  [Exit. 

f'ft/t.  I'm  \\ancing  in  his  favour,  yet  I  love  him  ; 
J  love  this  man,  who  runs  to  meet  his  ruin  ! 
And  fure  the  gods,  like  me,  are  fond  of  him  : 
His  virtues  lie  fo  mingled  with  his  crimes, 
As  would  confound  their  choice  to  punim  one, 
And  not  reward  the  other. 

Enter  Antony, 

Ant.  We  can  conquer, 
You  fee,  without  your  aid. 
We  have  diilodg'd  their  troops, 
'  They  look  on  us  at  diitance,  and,  like  curs 
'  Scap'd  from  the  lion's  paws,  they  bay  far  of}", 
*  And  lick  their  wounds,  and  faintly  threaten  war.' 
Five  thoufand  Romans,  with  their  faces  upward, 
Lie  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

Vent.  'Tis  well :  and  he 

Who  loft  'em,  could  have  fpar'd  ten  thoufand  more. 
Yet  if,  by  this  advantage,  you  could  gain 
An  eafier  peace,  while  Co-far  doubts  the  chance 
O  farms  — - 

Ant.  O  think  not  on't,  Ventidius  ! 
The  boypurfues  my  ruin  ;  he'll  no  peace  ! 
4  His  malice  is  confideratc  in  advantage ; 
'  Oh,  he's  the  cooleft  murderer !  fo  ftaunch, 
«  He  kills  and  keeps  his  temper.' 

Vtnt.  Have  you  no  friend 
In  all  his  army,  who  has  power  to  move  him  ; 

or  Agrippat  might  do  much.  '  Ant* 
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*  Ant.  They're  both  too  deep  in  Cec/aSs  interefts, 
'  We'll  work  it  out  by  dint  of  i  word,  or  perifh. 

*  Vent.  Fain  I  would  find  fome  other. 
'  Ant.  Thank  thy  love. 

'  Some  four  or  five  fuch  victories  as  this 

*  Will  fave  thy  farther  pains. 

'   Vent.  Expedl  no  more  ;   Ceefar  is  on  his  guard. 
'  I  know,  fir,  you  have  conquer'd  againft  odds  ; 
'  But  ftill  you  draw  fnpplies  from  one  poor  town, 

*  And  of  Egyptians  ;  he  has  all  the  world, 

*  And,  at  his  beck,  nations  come  pouring  in, 

'  To  fill  the  gaps  you  make.'    Pray,  think  again. 

Ant.  Why  dolt  thou  drive  me  from  myfelf,  to  fearch. 
For  foreign  aids  ;  to  hunt  my  memory, 
And  range  all  o'er  a  wide  and  barren  place 
To  find  a  friend  ?  The  wretched  have  no  friends 
Yet  I  had  one,  the  brave  ft  youth  of  Rome, 
Whom  Cafar  loves  beyond  the  love  of  women, 
'  He  could  refolve  his  mind,  as  fire  does  wax, 
'  From  that  hard  rugged  image  melt  him  down 

*  And  mould  him  in  what  fofter  form  he  plens'd.' 
Vent.  Him  would  I  fee;  that  man  of  all  the   world  \ 

Jail  fuch  a  one  we  want. 
Ant.  He  lov'd  me  too, 
I  was  his  foul  ;  he  liv'd  not  but  in  me  ; 
We  were  fo  clos'd  within  each  other's  breafts, 
The  rivets  were  not  found  that  join'd  us  firft, 
'  That  does  not  reach  us  yet  :  we  were  fo  mixt 
'  As  meeting  ftreams,  both  to  ourfelves  were  loft  ; 

*  We  were  one  mafs  ;  we  could  not  give  or  take 

*  But  from  the  fame  :  for  he  was  I,  i  he. 

'   Vent.  lie  moves  as  I  would  wifh  him.  \_AfliL~ 

'  AntS  After  this, 
I  need  not  tell  his  name  :   'twas  Ddabdla. 

Vent.  He's  now  in  C<efar's  camp. 

Ant.  No  matter  where, 

Since  he's  no  longer  mine.   He  took  unkindly 
That  I  forbade  him  Cleopatra  's  fight  ; 
Been  ufe  I  fear'd  he  lov'd  her.    '  He  confefl 

*  He  had  a  warmth,  which,  for  my  fake,  he  ftificd  : 
'  For  'twere  impoflible  that  two  fo  one 

'  Should  not  have  lov'd  the  fame.     When  he  departed, 
1  lie  took  no  leave  ;  and  that  confirm'd  my  thoughts. 
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'  Vent.  It  argues  that  he  lov'd  you  more  than  her, 
'  Elfe  he, had  ftaid  ;  but  he  perceiv'd  you  jealous, 
'  And  would  not  grieve  his  friend  :  I  know  he  loves  you. 

'  Ant.  I  mould  have  feen  him  then  ere  now. 

'  Vent.  Perhaps 
'  He  has  thus  long  been  lab' ring  for  your  peace. 

*  Ant.'  Would  he  were  here. 

Vent.  Would  you  believe  he  lov'd  you  ? 
I  read  your  anfwer  in  your  eyes  you  would. 
Not  to  conceal  it  longer,  he  has  fent 
A  meflenger  from  Ca[/ar's  camp,  with  letters* 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. 

Vent.  I'll  bring  him  inftartly. 
[Exit  Ventidius,  and  re-enters  immediately  ivith  Dolabella. 

Ant.  JTis  he  himfelf,  himfelf !  by  holy  friendmip  ! 

[Runs  to  embrace  him* 
Art  thou  return'd  at  laft,  my  better  half! 
Come,   give  me  all  myfelf! 
'  Let  me  not  live, 
'  If  the  young  bridegroom,  longing  for  his  night, 

*  Was  ever  half  fo  fond.' 

Dd.  t  muft  be  filent,  for  my  foul  is  bufy 
About  a  nobler  work.      She's  new  come  home  ; 
Like  a  long  abfent  man,  and  wanders  o'er 
Each  room,  a  ftranger  to  her  own,  to  lock 
If  all  be  fcfe. 

Ant.  Thou  haft  what's  left  of  me  ; 
'  For  I  am  now  fo  funk  from  what  I  was, 
'  Thou  find'ft  me  at  my  loweft  water-mark. 
'  The  rivers  that  run  in,  and  rais'd  my  fortunes, 

*  Are  all  dry'd  up,  or  take  another  courfe  : 

'  What  I  have  left  is  from  my  native  fpring : 
'  I've  Hill  a  heart  that  Avells,  in  fcorn  of  fate, 

*  And  lifts"  me  to  my  ba;.kr>. 

«  Del.  Still  you  are  lord  of  all  the  world  to  me. 

4  Ant.  Why,  then  I  yet  am  fo,  for  thou  art  all  ! 
«  If  I  had  any  joy  when  thou  v/crt  about, 
«  Igrudg'd  it  to  myfelf;  methought  I  robb'd 

*  Thee  of  thy  part.'    But,  O  my  Dolabella  ! 

Thcu  haft  toehold  me  other  than  I  am 

Hail  thou  feen  my  morning  chamber  fill'd 
With  icepter'd  rtaves,  who  waited  to  fa  lute  me  ? 
With  eaftcrn  monarchs,  who  forgot  the  Sun 

To 


A  L  L    F  O  R    L  O  V  E.  35 

To  worfhip  my  uprifing  ?  Menial  kings 
'  Ran  courfing  up  and  down  my  palace-yard,' 
Stood  filent  in  my  prefence,  watch'd  my  eyes, 
And,  at  my  leaft  command,  all  itarted  out, 
Like  racers  to  the  goal. 

Do/.  Slaves  to  your  fortune. 

Ant.   Fortune  is  Cee/ar's  now  ;  and  what  am  I  ? 

Vent.  What  you  have  made  yourfelf ;  I  will  not  flatter. 

Ant.   Is  this  friendly  done? 

Del.   Yes,  when  his  end  is  fo,  I  muft  join  with  him  ; 
Indeed  I   mult,  and  yet  you  muft  not  chide  : 
Why  am  I  elfe  your  friend  ? 

Ant.  Take  heed,  young  man, 

How  thou  upbraid'ft  my  love  !   The  queen  has  eyes, 
And  thou  too  haft  a  foul  !  Canft  thou  remember 
When,  fwell'd  with  hatred,  thou  beheld'il  her  firft, 
As  acceflary  to  thy  brother's  death  ? 

Dof.  Spare  my  remembrance  !  'twas  a  guilty  day. 
And  ftill  the  blufli  hangs  here. 

Ant.  To  clear  herfelf, 

For  fending  him  no  aid,  me  came  from  Egypty 
Her  galley  down  the  filver  Sydnos  row'd, 
The  tackling  filk,  the  ftreamers  wav'd  with  gold; 
The  gentle  winds  were  lodg'd  in  purple  fails  : 
Her  nvmp'is,  likenereids,  round  her  couch  were  plac'd; 
Where  ihe,  another  fea-born  Venus,  lay. 

D'jl.  No  more  !  I  would  not  hear  it  ! 

Ant.  Oh,  you  muft  ! 

She  lay,  and  leant  her  cheek  upon  her  hand, 
And  caft  a  look  fo  Janguifhingly  fweet, 
As  if,  fecure  of  all  beholders  hearts, 
Neglecting  fhe  could  take 'em!  Boys,  like  CupiJs, 
Stood  fanning  with  their  painted  wings,  the  winds 
That  play'd  about  her  face :    but  if  me  fmil'd, 
A  darting  glory  feem'd  to  blaze  abroad  : 
That  men's  defiring  eyes  were  never  weary'd, 
But  hung  upon  the  object !  To  foft  flutes 
The  filver  oars  kept  time ;  and  while  they  play'd, 
The  hearing  gave  new  pleafure  to  the  fight, 
And  both  to  thought.  'TwasHeav'n,  or  fomewhat  more ! 
For  (lie  fo  charm'd  all  hearts,  that  gazing  crowds 
Stood  panting  on  the  fliore,  and  wanted  breath 
To  eive  their  welcome  voice  : 

Then, 
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Then,  Dolalellciy  where  was  then  thy  foul  ? 
Was  not  thy  fury  quite  difarm'd  with  wonder  ? 
Didft  thou  not  fhrink  behind  me  from  thofe  eyes, 
And  whifper  in  my  ear,  Oh,  tell  her  not 
That  I  accus'd  her  of  my  brother's  death  ! 

Del.  And  fhould  my  weaknefs  be  a  plea  for  yours  ? 
Mine  was  an  age  when  love  might  be  excus'd, 

'  When  kindly  warmth,  and  when  my  fpringing  youth 

4  Made  it  a  debt  to  nature.'     Yours 

Vent.  Speak  boldly. 

Yours,  he  would  fay,  in  your  declining  age, 

4  When  no  more  heat  was  left  but  what  you  forc'd. 

'  When  all  the  fop  was  needful  for  the  trunk, 

*  When  it  went  down,  then  they  conftrain'd  the  courfr. 

•  And  robb'd  from  nature  to  fupply  defiie  >' 
In  you  (I  would  not  ufe  fo  harfh  a  word) 
5f  is  but  plain  dotage. 

Jnt.  Ha  ! 

Dol.  'Twas  urg'd  too  home. 
But  yet  the  lofs  was  private  that  I  made  ; 
'Twas  but  myfelf  I  loft  :  I  loft  no  legioni; 
I  had  no  world  to  lofe,  no  people's  love. 
Ant.  This  from  a  friend  ? 
Dol.  Yes,  Antony,  a  true  one  ; 
A  friend  fo  tender,  that  each  word  I  fpeak 
Stabs  my  own  heart,  before  it  reach  your  ear. 
O  judge  me  not  lefs  kind  becaufe  .1  chide  : 
To  Ca-fc.r  I  excufe  you. 

Ant.  O  ye  gods  ! 

Have  I  then  liv'd  to  becxcus'd  to  Cttfar .' 
Dol.  As  to  your  equal. 
Ant.  Well,  he's  but  my  equal : 
While  I  wear  this,  he  never  mail  be  more. 
Del.  I  bring  conditions  from  him. 
Ant  Are  they  noble  ? 

Methinks  thcu  fhouldit  not  bring  'em  elfo  ;   yet  he 
Is  full  of  deep  diflembling ;  knows  no  honour 
Divided  from  his  int'reft.     '  1'ate  millook  him  ; 
'  Fcr  nature  meant  him  -for  ?.n  ufurer  ;' 
He's  fit,  indeed,  to  buy,  not  conquer  kingdoms. 

Vtnt.  Then,  granting  t'ii;:, 

W)  at  pmv'r  was  theirs  who  wrought  fo  hard  a  temper 
To  hcnocrable  terms  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  It  was  my  Delate!!.'.,  or  fome  god. 
£W.   Not  I ;   nor  yet  M>:<I->HIS,  nor  Agripfa  : 
They  were  your  enemies ;  and  I  a  friend 
Too  weak  alone  ;  yet  'twas  a  Roman  deed. 

Ant.  'T was  like  a  Roman  done  :  Show  me  that  man 
Who  has  preferv'd  my  life,  my  love,  my  honour  ; 
Let  me  but  fee  his  face. 

Vent.  That  tafk  is  mine, 
And,  Heav'n,  thou  know'ft  how  pleafing.    [Exit  Vent. 

Do!.  You'll  remember 
To  whom  you  ftand  oblig'd  ? 

Ant.  When  I  forget  it, 

Be  thou  unkind,  and  that's  my  greateft  curfe. 
My  queen  mail  thank  him  too. 
Dol.  I  fear  (he  will  not. 

Ant.  But  me  mall  do't.   The  queen,  my  Dolabetla  / 
Halt  thou  not  ftill  fome  grudgings  of  thy  fever  ? 
Dol.  I  would  not  fee  her  loft. 
Ant.  When  I  for  fake  her, 
Leave  me,  my  better  liars  ;  for  me  has  truth 
Beyond  her  beauty.     Ca>far  tempted  her, 
At  no  Icfs  price  than  kingdoms,  to  betray  me  : 
But  me  refilled  all :  and  yet  thou  chid'ft  me 
For  loving  her  too  well.     Could  I  do  fo  ? 

Dol.  Yes;  there's  my  reafon. 

Re-enter  Ventidius,  <witb  O&avia,  leading  Antony'/  two 
little  Daughters. 

Ant.  Where? Qfta<via  there  !          [Starting  lad. 

Vent.  What  is  (he  poifon  to  you  ?  a  difcafe  ? 
Look  on  her  ;  view  her  well,  and  thofe  (he  brings  : 
Are  they  all  Grangers  to  your  eyes  ?  Has  nature 
No  fecret  call,  no  whifper  they  are  yours  ? 

Dol.  For  fhame,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love,  receive  'em 
With  kinder  eyes.     If  you  confefs  a  man, 
Meet  'em,  embrace  'em,  bid  'em  welcome  to  you. 
'  Your  arms  (hould  open,  ev'n  without  your  knowledge, 
'  To  clafp  'em  in  ;  your  feet  mould  turn  to  wings, 
'  To  bear  you  to  'em  ;  and  your  eyes  dart  out, 
'   And  aim  a  kifs,  ere  you  could  reach  their  lips.' 
Ant.  I  Hood  amaz'd  to  think  how  they  came  hither. 
Vent.  I  fent  for  'em ;  I  brought  them  in,  unknown 
To  Cleopatra's  guards. 
Dol.  Yet  are  you  cold  ? 

Off 
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Oft.  Thus  long  I  have  attended  for  my  welcome  ; 
Which,  as  a  ftranger,  fare  I  might  expeft. 
Who  am  I? 

Ant.  C<r/ar's  fifter. 

O3.  That's  unkind  \ 

Had  I  been  nothing  more  than  Ctefar*  fifter, 
Know,  I  had  ilill  remain'd  in  Ca-far's  camp; 
But  your  Otfavia,  your  much  injur'd  wife, 
Tho'  banifh'd  from  your  bed,  driv'n  from  your  houfe. 
In  fpite  of  Ctf/ar's  fifter,  ftill  is  yours. 
'Tis  true,  I  have  a  heart  difllains  your  coldnefs, 
And  prompts  me  not  to  feek  what  you  mould  offer  : 
But  a  wife's  virtue  ftill  furmounts  that  pride  : 
I  come  to  claim  you  as  my  own  ;  to  fhow 
My  duty  firft,  to  ain-:,  nay  beg,  your  kindnefs; 
Your  hand,  my  lord ;  'tis  mine,  and  I  wil!  have  it. 

[Taking  his  hand. 

Vent.  Do,  take  it,  thou  deferv'ft  it. 

Dot.   On  my  foul, 

And  fo  me  does :   '  She's  neither  fubmifilve, 
'  Nor  yet  too  haughty  ;  but  fojuft  a  mean 
'  Shov/s,  as  it  ought,  a  wife,   and  Roman  too.' 

Ant.  I  fear,  Q£la<via,  you  have  begg'd  my  life. 

Oft.  Begg'd  it,  my  lord  ? 

sfnt.  Yes,  begg'd  it,  my  ambafTadrefs  ; 
Poorly  and  bafely  bcgg'dit  of  your  brother. 

Off.  Poorly  and  bafely,   I  could  never  beg  ; 
Nor  could  my  brother  grant. 

Ant.  Shall  I,  who,  to  my  kneeling  flave,  could  fay, 
Rife  up,  and  be  a  king  ;  (hall  I  fall  down 
And  cry,  forgive  me,   C<rfar  i   '  Shall  I  fct 
'  A  man,  my  equal,  in  the  place  of  Jove, 
'   As  he  could  give  me   being  ?'    No  j  that  word, 
Forgive,  would  choak  me  up, 
And  die  upon  my  tongue. 

Dot.  You  (hall  not  need  it. 

Ant.  I  will  not  need  it.     Come,  you've  all  betray'd 

me — 

*  My  friend  too  I  To  receive  fome  vile  conditions.' 
My  wife  has  bought  me,  with  her  prayers  aud  tears  j 
And  now  I  muft  become  her  branded  flave. 
In  ev'ry  peevifh  mood  (he  will  upbraid 
The  life  fhe  gave.     If  I  but  look  awry, 
She  cries,  I'll  tell  my  brother.  Off, 
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0<7.  My  hard  fortune 
Subjects  me  ftill  to  your  unkind  miftakes. 
But  the  conditions  I  have  brought  are  fuch 
You  need  not  blurti  to  take  :  I  love  your  honour, 
Becaufe  'tis  mine.     It  never  fnall  be  faid 
Offavia's  hufband  was  her  brother's  flave. 
Sir,    you  are  free  ;    free  ev'n  from  her  you  loath  j 
For,    tho'  my  brother  bargains  for  your  love, 
Makes  me  the  price  and  cement  of  your  peace, 
I  have  a  fcul  like  yours  ;   I  cannot  take 
Your  love  as  alms,   nor  beg  what  I  deferve. 
I'll  tell  my  brother  we  are  reconciled; 
He  mall  draw  back  his  troops,    and  you  mail  march 
To  rule  the  eafl :  I  may  be  dropt  at  Athens  ; 
No  matter  where,   I  never  will  complain, 
But  only  keep  the  barren  name  of  wife, 
And  rid  you  of  the  trouble. 

Vent.  Was  ever  fuch  a  ftrife  of  fullen  honour ! 
Both  fcorn  to  be  oblig'd. 

Dol.  Oh  !  fhe  has  touch'd  him  in  the  tender'ft  part. 
See  how  he  reddens  with  defpite  and  mame 
To  be  out-done  in  gencrofiry  ! 

'  Vent.  See  how  he  winks  !   how  he  dries  up  a  tear 
'  That  fain  would  fall!' 

Ant.  Otfavia,  I  have  heard  you,   and  mnft  praife 
The  greatnefs  of  your  foul ; 
But  cannot  yield  to  what  you  have  propos'd  : 
For  I  can  ne'er  be  conquer'd  but  by  love  ; 
And  you  do  all  for  duty.     You  would  free  me, 
Ar.d  would  be  dropt  at  Athens;    was't  not  fo  i 

Oft.  It  was,   my  lord. 

Ant.  Then  I  mule  be  oblig'd 
To   one  who  loves  me  not;  who,  to  herfelf, 
May  call  methanklefs  and  ungrateful  man. 
I'll  not  endure  it;  no. 

Vent.  I'm  gl-i-i  it  pinches  there. 

Of}.  Would  you  triumph  o'er  poor  Oflavia's  virtue? 
That  pride  was  all  I  bad  to  bear  me  up ; 
That  you  might  think  you  ow'd  me  for  your  life, 
And  ow'd  it  to  my  dujy,    not  my  love. 
4  I  have  been  injur'd,    and  my  haughty  foul 
'  Could  brook  but  ill  the  man  who  flights  my  bed.' 

Ant.  Therefore  you  love  me  not. 

0X7. 
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Off.  Therefore,    my  lord, 
I  mould  not  love  you. 

Ant.  Therefore  you  would  leave  me. 

Ofl.  And  therefore  I  mould  leave  you — if  I  could. 

Dol.  Her  foul's  too  great,   after  fuch  injuries, 
To  fay  (he  loves ;   and  yet  me  lets  you  fee  it. 
Her  modefty  and  filence  plead  her  caufe. 

Ant.  O  Dolabella  !  which  way  mail  I  turn  ? 
I  find  a  fecret  yielding  in  my  foul  : 
But  Cleopatra,  who  would  die  with  me, 
Muft  me  be  left?  Pity  pleads  for  OJtavia; 
But  does  it  not  plead  more  for  Cleopatra? 

f^ent.   Juftice  and  pity  both  plead  for  Otfavia; 
For  Cleopatra,    neither. 
One  would  bernin'd  with  you  ;   but  fiie  firft 
Had  ruin'd  you  :    the  other,  you  have  ruin'd, 
And  yet  me  would  preferve  you. 
In  ev'ry  thing  their  merits  are  unequal. 

Ant.  O  my  diftrafted  foul ! 

Off.  Sweet  Heav'n,  compofe  it. 
Come,  come,  my  lord,  if  I  can  pardon  you, 
Methinks  you  mould  accept  it.     look  on  thefe  ; 
Are  they  not  yours  ?  Or  ftand  they  thus  neglefted 
As  they  are  mine?   Go  to  him,   children,   go, 
Kneel  to  him,  take  him  by  the  hand,   fpeak.  to  him; 
'  For  you  may  fpeak,  and  he  may  own  you  too, 
'  Without  a  blufh  ;   and  fo  he  cannot  all 
'  His  children,     Go,   I  fay,  and  pull  him  to  me, 
'  And  pull  him  to  yourfelves,   from  that  bad  woman  :' 
You,   Agrippina,   hang  upon  his  arms ; 
And  you,    Antonia,    clafp  about  his  waift; 
If  he  will  make  you  off,    if  he  will  dafh  you 
Againft  the  pavement,  you  muft  bear  it,   children  ; 
For  you  are  mine,   and  I  was  born  to  fuffer. 

[Here  the  Children  go  to  Lim,  fcfr; 

Feat.  Was  ever  fight  fo  moving  !  Emperor  ! 

Dol.  Friend! 
Otf.  Hufband! 
Both  Child.  Father! 
Ant.  I  am  vanquifh'd  :   take  me, 
Oflavia  ;  take  me,  children  ;  mare  me  all. 

[Embracing  them. 
I've  been  a  thriftlefs  debtor  to  your  loves, 

And 
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And  run  out  much  in  riot,   from  your  ftock  ; 
But  all  mail  be  amended. 

Oil.  O  bleft  hour ! 

Dol.  O  happy  change  ! 

Vent.  My  joy  flops  at  my  tongue  ! 

*  But  it  has  found  two  channels  here  for  one, 
'  And  bubbles  out  above.' 

Ant.   [To  Oct.]  This  is  thy  triumph :  lead  me  where 

thou  wilt, 
Even  to  thy  brother's  camp. 

Off.   All  there  are  yours. 

Enter  Alexas,  lufftily* 

Alex.  The  queen,   my  miftrefs,   fir,  and  yours 

Ant.  'Tis  paft.     Qclavia,   you  mail  ftay  this  night; 
To-morrow,    C<rfar  and  we  are  one. 

[Ex.  leading  Oft.  Dol.  and  the  Children  follow . 

Vent.  There's  news  for  you!    Run,   my  officious  eu- 
Be  fure  to  be  the  firft  ;    hafte  forward  :  [nuch, 

Hafte  my  dear  eunuch,    haile.  [Exit. 

1  Alex.  This  downright  fighting  fool,  this  thick-fculFd 
'  This  blunt  unthinking  instrument  of  death,         [hero, 
'  With  plain  dull  virtue,    has  out-gone  my  wit. 
'  Pleafure  forfook  my  early'ir  infancy  ; 
«  The  luxury  of  others  robb'd  my  cradle,. 
'  And  ravifli'd  thence  the  promife  of  a  man, 

*  Caft  out  from  nature,    difmherited 

'  Of  what  her  meaneft  children  claim  by  kind;  , 

'  Yet  greatnefs  kept  me  from  contempt:    that's  gone, 

'  Had  Cleopatra  follow'd  my  advice, 

'  Then  he  had  been  betray'd,    who  now  forfakes. 

'  She  dies  for  love  ;    but  me  has  known  its  joys : 

('  Gods,    is  this  juft,    that  I,   who  know  no  joys, 
'  Muft  die,   becaufe  me  loves  ? 
*  Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmion,  Iras,  aud  train* 
'  O  madam,   I  have  feen   what  Walls  my  eyes! 

*  O&ypfV*  here  ! 

'  Cleo,  Peace  with  that  raven's  note  ! 
'  I  know  it  too  ;  and  now  am  in 
'  The  pangs  of  death. 

'  Alex.  You  are  no  more  a  queen ; 
«  jEgypt  is  loft. 

«  Cleo.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  Egypt? 
<  My  lift,  mv  foul  is  loft  !    Ottawa  has  him ! 

'  O  fata! 
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*  O  fatal  name  to  Cleopatra's  love! 

4  My  kifles,    my  embraces  now  are  hers  ; 

*  While  1 But  thou  haft  feen  my  rival  ;  fpeak,- 

4  Does  me  deferve  this  bleffing  ?   Is  me  fair  ? 

'  Bright  as  a  goddefs?   And  is  all  perfection 

4  Confin'd  to  her?  It  is.     Poor  I  was  made 

'  Of  that  coarfe  matter,   which,  when  me  was  finifh'd, 

*•  The  gods  threw  by,   for  rubbifh. 

'  jf/ex.^She  is,   indeed,  a  very  miracle. 

*  Cleo.  Death  to  my  hopes,   a  miracle  ! 
4  Alex.  A  miracle • 

*  I  mean  of  goodnefs  ;   for  in  beauty,   madam, 
4  You  make  all  wonder  ceafe. 

4  Cleo.  I  was  too  ram : 
1  Take  this  in  part  of  recompence.     But,    Oh  ! 

*  I  fear  thou  flattereft  me.  [Giving  a  ring, 

*  Char.  She  comes  !    She's  here  ! 

4  Iras.  Fly,   madam,  CV/2zr's  filter ! 

*•  Cleo.  Were  (he  the  fifter  of  the  thund'rer  Jovt, 
'  And  bore  her  brother's  light'ning  in  her  eyes, 
4  Thus  would  I  face  my  rival. 
4  Enter  Qftavia  with  Ventidius,  Oft.  bears  up  to  Cleo* 

'  Ocl.  I  need  not  afk  if  you  are  Cleopatra* 

*  Your  haughty  carriage 

4  Cleo.   Shows!  am  a  queen, 

*  Nor  need  I  afk  who  you  are. 

4  Oa.   A  Roman  : 
'  A  name  that  makes  and  can  unmake  a  queen. 

'  Clfo.  Your  lord,  the  man  who  ferves  me,  is  a.  Roman*. 

4  Qtt.  He  was  a  Roman,  till  he  loft  that  name 
'  To  be  a  flave  in  jEgypt ;  but  I  come 

*  To  free  him  hence. 

4  Cleo.  Peace,  peace,   my  lover's  Juno. 

*  When  he  grew  weary  of  that  houmold-clog, 

*  He  chofc  my  eafier  bonds. 

4  Oct.  I  wonder  not 

4  Your  bonds  are  eafy  ;  you  have  long  been  pradlis'd 
4  In  that  lafcivious  art.     He's  not  the  firft 

*  For  whom  you  fpread  your  fnares :  let  Cafar  witncfci. 

4  Cleo.  I  lov'd  not  Ccefar  ;  'twas  but  gratitude 
'  I  paid  his  love  ;  the  worft  your  malice  c^n, 
4  Is  but  to  fay  thegreateft  of  mankind 
4  Has  been  my  flave.     The  next,  but  far  above  hinv 

4  la 
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1  In  my  efteena,   is  he  whom  law  calls  yours, 
'  But  whom  his  love  made  mine. 

*  Oc7.  I  would  view  nearer         [Coming  up  clvfe  to  htr. 
'  That  face,   which  has  fo  long  ufurp'd  my  right, 

•  To  find  th'  inevitable  charms,  that  catch 

'  Mankind  fo  fure,   that  ruin'd  my  dear  lord. 

'  Cleo.  O  you  do  well  to  fearch  :     for  hud  you  known 

*  But  half  thefe  charms,   you  had  not  loft  his  heart. 

'  Oct.  Far  be  their  knowledge  from  a  Roman  lady, 
'  Far  from  a  modeft  wife.     Shame  of  our  fex  ! 
4  Doft  thou  not  blufh,   to  own  thofe  black  endearments 
'  That  make  fin  pleafmg? 

'  Cleo.  You  maybluih,  you  want  'em. 

*  If  bounteous  nature,  if  indulgent  Heav'n, 

'  Have  given  me  charms  to  pleafe  the  braveft  man, 
'  Should  I  not  thank  'em  ?  Should  I  be  afham'd, 
'.  And  not  be  proud  ?  I  am,  that  he  has  lov'd  me  ; 
'  And,  when  I  love  not  him,    Heav'n  change  this  face 
'  For  one  like  that. 

*  Off.  Thou  loy'fthim  not  fo  well. 

*  Cleo.  I  love  him  better,   and  deferve  him  more. 

'  Otf.  You  do  not ;  cannot :   you  have  been  his  ruin. 

*  Who  made  him  cheap  at  Rome,   but  Cleopatra? 

*  Who  made  him  fcorn'd  abroad,   but  Cleopatra  ? 
'  At  Aclium,    who  betray'd  him  ?   Cleopatra  ? 

*  Who  made  his  children  orphans,    and  poor  me 
'  A  wretched  widow?   Only  Cleopatra. 

'  Cleo.  Yet  me  who  loves  him  belt  is  Cleopatra* 
'  If  you  have  fuffer'd,   I  have  fuffer'd  more. 
'  You  bear  the  fpecious  title  of  a  wife, 
'  To  gild  your  caufe,  and  draw  the  pitying  world 

*  To  favour  it :  the  world  contemns  poor  me  ; 
V  For  I  have  loft  my  honour,   loft  my  fame, 

r  And  ftain'd  the  glory  of  my  royal  houfe, 

f  And  all  to  bear  the  branded  name  of  mhtrefs. 

f  There  wants  but  life,  and  that  too  I  would  iofe 

*  For  him  I  love. 

'  Off.  Be't  fo  then;    take  thy  wifh.       [Exit  cum/uit. 

*  Cleo.  And  'tis  my  wifh, 

'  Now  he  is  loft  for  whom  alone  I  liv'd. 

'  My  fight  grows  dim,   and  every  object  dances, 

«  And  fvvims  before  me,  in  the  maxe  of  death. 

*  My  fpirits,  while  they  were  oppos'd,  kept  up; 

'  They 
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«  They  could  not  fink  beneath  a  rival's  fcorn  : 
«  But  now  fee's  gone  they  faint. 

'  Alex.  Mine  have  had  leifure 
«  To  recoiled  their  ftrength,  and  furnifh  counfel, 
'  To  ruin  her  ;  who  elfe  moil  ruin  you. 

'  Cieo.  Vain  promifer  1 

•  Lead  me,   my  Charmion;   nay,    your  hand  too,    Iras. 
'  My  grief  has  weight  enough  to  fink  you  both. 
'  Conduft  me  to  fome  fclitary  chamber, 
'  And  draw  the  curtains  round; 
«  Then  leave  me  to  myfelf,  to  take  alone 
«  My  fill  of  grief: 

«  There  1  till  death  will  his  unkindnefs  weep  : 

'  As  harmlefs  infants  moan  themfelves  afleep.' 

{Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 

SCENE,         A    Saloon. 

Enter  Antony  and  Dolabella. 

Del.  Y  T  7  HY  would  you  fhift  it  from  yourfelf  on  me  J 
V  V     Can  you  not  tell  her  you  muft  part? 

Ant.  I  cannot. 

I  could  pull  out  an  eye,   and  bid  it  go, 
And  t'other  mould  not  weep.     O  Dolabella,. 
How  many  deaths  are  in  this  word  depart ! 
I  dare  not  truft  my  tongue  to  tell  her  fo  : 
One  look  of  hers  would  thaw  me  into  tears,. 
And  I  mould  melt  till  I  were  loft  again. 

Do!.  Then  let  Ventidius ; 
He's  rough  by  nature. 

Ant.  Oh!  he'll  fpeak  too  harfhly ; 
He'll  kill  her  with  the  news:  thou,  only  thou, 

Dol.  Nature  has  caft  me  in  fo  foft  a  mould, 
That  '  but  to  hear  a  ftory  feign'd  for  pleafure 
'  Of  fome  fad  lover's  death,  moiftens  my  eyes, 
'  And  robs  me  of  my  manhood.'— —I  mould  fpeak 
80  faintly ;  with  fuch  fear  to  grieve  her  heart, 
She'd  not  believe  it  earneft. 
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Ant.  Therefore ;  therefore 
Thou  only,   thou  art  fit :  think  thyfelf  me, 
And  when  thou  fpeak'il  (hut  let  it  firfi  be  long) 
Take  off  the  edge  from  every  fharper  found, 
And  let  our  parting  be  as  gently  made 
As  other  loves  begin.     Wilt  thou  do  this? 

Dol.  What  you  have  faid  fo  finks  into  my  foul, 
That,  if  I  muft  fpeak,  I  mall  fpeak  juit  fo, 

Ant.  I  leave  you  then  to  your  fad  taft.  :  farewel. 
I  fent  her  word  to  meet  you. 

[Goes  to  the  door,    and  comes  lack. 
I  forgot ; 

Let  her  be  told,   I'll  make  her  peace  with  mine : 
Her  crown  and  dignity  fliall  be  preferv'd, 

If  I  have  pow'r  with  Cafar O  be  fure 

To  think  on  that. 

Dol.  Fear  not,  I  will  remember. 

[Antony  gees  c.gain  to  the  dwr,    and  comes  back. 

Ant.   And  tell  her,   too,  how  much  1  was  conftrain'd  j 
I  did  not  this,    but  with  extremeft  force. 
Defire  her  not  to  hate  my  memory, 
For  I  ftill  cheri'fh  hers; inlift  on  that. 

Del.  Truft  me,   I'll  not  forget  it. 

Ant.  Then  that's  all          [Goes  out,   and  returns  agairt. 
Wilt  thou  forgive  my  fondnefs  this  once  more? 
Tell  her,  tho'  we  mail  never  meet  again, 
If  I  mould  hear  fhe  took  another  love, 
The  news  would  break  my  heart — Now  I  muft  go; 
For  every  time  I  have  return'd,  I  feel 
My  foul  more  tender ;  and  my  next  command 
Would  be  to  bid  her  ftav,  and  ruin  both.  [Exit. 

Dol.  Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth, 
Our  appetites  as  apt  to  change  as  theirs, 
And  full  as  craving  too,    and  full  as  vain  ; 
And  yet  the  foul,   Ihut  up  in  her  dark  room, 
Viewing  fo  clear  abroad,  at  home  fees  nothing  j 
But,   like  a  mole  in  earth,  bufy  and  blind. 
Works  all  her  folly  up,  and  cafts  it  outward 
To  the  world's  open  view :  thus  I  difcover'd, 
And  blam'd  the  -love  of  ruin'd  Antony  ; 
Yet  wifh  that  I  were  he,  to  be  fo  ruinM. 
Entif  Ventidius  above. 

rent.  Alone,  and  talking  to  hinifelf !  Concerned  too  ! 
2  Perhapi 
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Perhaps  my  guefs  is  riHit;    he  lov'J  her  once, 
And  may  purfue  it  fttll. 

Dal.  O  friendfhip!    friendfhip ! 
Ill  canil  thou  anfwer  this;    and  reafon,   wcrfe  : 
Unfaithful  in  th'  attempt;  hopelefs  to  win  : 
And,   if  I  win,   undone.     Mere  madnefs  all. 
And  yet  th'  occafion  fair.     What  injury 
To  him,   to  wear  the  robe  which  he  throws  by  ? 

Vent.  None,  none  at  all.     This  happens  as  I  \vifh, 

To  ruin  her  yet  more  with  Antony.  [AJiJe. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  talking  with  Alexas;   Charmiqn,  Iras, 

on  tf:e  other  f.dc. 

Del.  She  comes  !   What  charms  have  forrow  on  that 

face! 

Sorrow  feems  pleas'd  to  dwell  with  fo  much  fweetrxefs ; 
Yet,  now  and  then,   a  melancholy  fmile 
Breaks  Icofe,  like  lightning  in  a  winter's  night, 
And-fhows  a  moment's  day. 

frent.  If  fhe  fhould  love  him  too!  her  eunuch  there  ! 
That  porc'pifce  bodes  ill  weather.  Draw,  draw  nearer, 
Sweet  devil,  that  Ireayhear. 

Alex.  Believe  me  ;    try 
\  [Dolabclla^-of/  over  to  Charmion  and  Iras ;  feemt 

tttalk  ic it'?  them. 

To  make  him  jealous ;  jealoufy  is  like 
f    A  polim'd  giafs  held  to  the  lips  when  life's  in  doubt : 
\  I   If  there  be  breath,  'twill  catch  the  damp  a"nd  Chow  it. 

Cko.  I  grant  you  jealoufy's  a  proof  of  love, 
But  'tis  a  weak  and  unavailing  medicine  ; 
'  It  puts  out  the  difesfe,  and  makes  it  ihow, 
*  But  has  no  pow'rto  cure.' 

Alex.  'Tis  your  1?.{1  remedy,   and  ftrongelttoo  : 
And  then  this  Dfffairelfla,  who  fo  fit 
To  praftife  on  ?  He's  handfome,   valiant,  young, 
•    And  looks  as  he  were  laid  for  nature's  bait, 
To  catch  weak  women's  eyes. 
He  ftands  already  more  than  half  fufpefted 
Of  loving  you :  the  leaft  kind  word  or  glance, 
You  give  this  youth,   will  kindle  him  with  love : 
Then,   like  a  burning  vefiel  fet  adrift. 
You'll  fend  him  down  amain  before  the  wind, 
To  fire  the  heart  of  jealous  Antony. 

Clco.   Can  I  do  this?  Ah,  no  ;  my  love's  fo  tru", 

i  That 
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That  I  can  neither  hide  it  where  it  is, 

iNor  fhow  it  where  it  is  not.     «  Nature  meant  me 

'  .\  v.-ife,    ;i  filly,    harmlefs,    hcufncld  dove, 

•  Fond  \vicliout  art,    and  kind  without  deceit; 

1  But  fortune,   that  has  made  a  miftrefs  of  UK-, 

'  Has^thiult  me  out  to  t'io  wide  world,    uuiurnimed 

'  Of  fV.ihuod  to  be  ha'/'py.' 

Alex.  Force  yourfelf. 
Th'  event  will  be,    ycur  lover  will  return 
Doubly  deiirous  t>  pofTefs  the  good 
Which  once  he  fear'd  to  lofe. 

Cleo.  I  mult  attempt  it ; 
But  Oh  !  with  what  regret ! 

[Exit  Alex.  She  comes  :tp  to  Dclabella. 

Vent.  So  now  the  fcene  draws  near  ;  they're  in  my  reach. 

Cleo.  [To  Dol.]  Difcourfr.ig  with  my  women!   Might 
Share  in  your  entertainment  ?  [not  I 

Char.  You  have  been 
The  fubjed  of  it,    madam. 

Cleo.  How  !    and  how  ? 

Iras.  Such  praifei  of  your  Beauty  ! 

Cleo.   Mtre  poetry. 

Your  Roman  wits,  your  Galltts  and  Tibullus, 
Have  taught  you  this  from  Cytheris  aud  Delia. 

Dtl.   Thofe  Roman  wits  have  never  been- in  E^yj>t9 
Cytheris  and  Delia  elfe  had  been  unfimg  : 

•I,   who  have  fee  a had  I  been  born  a  poet, 

Should  chufe  a  nobler  name. 

Cleo.  You  flatter  me. 

But,  'tis  your  nation's  vice  :  all  of  your.country 
Are  flatterers,  and  ali  falfe.     Your  friend's  like  you. 
I'm  fure  he  fentyou  not  to  fpeak  thefe  words. 

Dol.  No,  madam  ;    yethefentme 

Cleo.  Well,    he  fenf'vou 

Dol.  Of  A  lefs  pleafing  errand. 

Cleo.   How  lefs  pleafing  ? 
Lefs  to  ycurfclf,   or  me  ? 

Dol.   Madam,    to  both  ; 
For  you  muft  mourn,    and  I  m-afl  grieve  to  caufe  it. 

Cleo.  You  Charmicn  and  your  fellow,  ftand  at  diftance. 
Holdup,   rnyfpirits.   [JJIde,]  -Well,   now  your 

mournful  matter ; 
For  I'm  prepar'd,  perhaps  can  guefs  it,  too. 

D.I. 
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Del.  I  wifh  you  would ;  for  'tis  a  thankkfs  office 
To  tell  ill  nev/s :   and  I,    of  all  your  fc-x, 
Moft  fear  difpleafing  you. 

Cleo.   Of  all  your  fex, 
I  fooneft  could  forgive  you,  if  you  fiiould. 

Pent.  Moft  delicate-advances  !    woman  !    \vomas  ! 
Dear,    damn'd,   iriconftaht  fcx  ! 

Cleo.  In  the  firft  place, 
I  am  to  be  forfakea  ;   is't  not  (b  ? 

Dot.  I  wifh  I  could  not  anfwer  to  that  queftion. 

Clec.  Then  pafs  it  o'er,    becaufe  it  troubles  you  : 
*  1  fhould  have  been  moregriev'd  another  time.' 

Next,   I'm  to  lofe  my  kingdom Farewel,  Egypt. 

Yet,    is  there  any  more  ? 

Del.  Madam,  I  fear 
Your  too  deep  fenfe  of  grief  has  turn'd  your  reafon. 

Cleo.  No,   no,  I'm  not  run  mad;  I  can  bear  fortune : 
And  love  may  be  expell'd  by  other  love, 
As  poifons  are  by  poifons. 

Del. Yeuo'erjoyjme,   madam, 

To  find  your  griefs'  fo  moderately  borne. 

You've  heard  the  worft  ;  all  are  not  falfa,   like  him. 

Cleo.  No  ;    Heav'n  forbid  they  fhould. 

Dot.  Some  men  are  conftant. 

Cleo.  And  conftancy  deferves  reward,  that's  certain. 

Dot.  Deferves  it  not;  but  give  it  leave  to  hope. 

Vent.  I'll  fwear  thou  hail  my  leave.     I  have  enough  : 
f  But  how  to  manage  this !    Well,  I'll  confider.'     [Exit. 

Do!.  I  came  prepar'd, 

To  tell  you  heavy  news ;   news,  which  I  thought 
Would  fright  the  blcod  from  your  pale  checks  to  hear: 
But  you  have  met  it  with  a  chearfulnefs 
That  make,  my  tafk  morecafy;   and  my  tongue, 
Which  on  another's  mcflage  was  employ 'd, 
"Would  gladly  {peak  its  own. 

Cleo.  Hold,  Dela&e/la. 
Firft  tell  me,  were  you  chofen  by  my  lord  ? 
Or  fought  you  this  employment? 

Dol.  He  pick'd  me  out  \    and,    as  his  bofom-friend, 
He  charg'd  me  with  his  words. 

Cleo.  The  meflage  then 

J  know  was  tender,   and  each  accent  fmooth, 
To  mollify  that  rugged  word  depart. 
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Dol.  Oh  !  you  miftake  :  he  chofe  the  hariheft  wordi  ; 
'  With  fiery  eyes,  and  with  contiaftjd  brows,' 
He  coin'd  his  face  in  the  fevereft  ftamp; 
And  fury  (hook  his  fabrick  like  an  earthquake: 
He  heav'd  for  ven,t,  and  burft  like  bellowing  ^Etnx, 
In  founds  fcarce  human,  "  hence,  away  for  ever  : 
Let  her  begone,  the  blot  of  my  renown, 
And  bane  of  all  my  hopes  : 

[All  the    time   cf  this  fpecch,   Cleopatra  fcems  more 

and  more  concerned,  till  Jhe  Jinks  quite  down.] 
Let  her  be  driv'n  as  far  as  men  can  think 
From  man's  commerce  :  (he'll  poifon  to  the  center." 
Cleo.  Oh  I  can  bear  no  more  !  [Faints. 

Dol.  Help,  help  !  O  wretch  !  curfed,  curfed  wretch  ! 
What  have  I  done ! 

'  Char.  Help,  chafe  her  temples,  Irat. 
*  Iras.  Bend,  bend  her  forward  quickly.' 
Char.  Heav'n  be  prais'd, 
She  comes  again. 

'  Cleo.  Oh,  let  him  not  approach  me.' 
Why  have  you  brought  me  back  to  this  loath'd  being, 
Th'  abode  of  falfhood,  violated  vows, 
And  injur'd  love  ?  For  pity,  let  me  go  ; 
For,  if  there  be  a  place  of  long  repofe, 
I'm  fure  I  want  it.     '  My  difdainful  lord 
'  Can  never  break  that  quiet,  nor  awake 
'  The  fleeping  foul,  with  hollowing  in  my  tomb 
'  Such  words  as  fright  her  hence.'     Unkind,   unkind. 

Del.  Believe  me,  'tis  againftmyfelf  I  fpeak,  [Kneeling. 
That  fure  deferves  belief;  I  injur'd  him  : 
My  friend  ne'er  fpoke  thofe  words.     Oh,  had  you  feen 
How  often  he  came  back,  and  ever}'  time 
With  fomething  more  obliging  and  mere  kind, 
To  add  to  what  he  faid  ;  what  dear  farewels, 
How  almoft  vanquilh'd  by  his  love  he  parted, 
And  lean'd  to  what  unwillingly  he  left : 
I,  traitor  as  I  was,  for  love  of  you, 
(But  what  can  you  not  do,  who  made  me  falfe  !) 
I  forg'd  that  lie  :  for  whofe  forgivenefs  kneels 
This  felf-accus'd,  felf-punifli'd  criminal. 

Cleo    With  how  much  eafe  believe  we  what  we  vvifb  ! 
Rife,  Dolabella  ;   if  you  have  been  guilty, 
I  have  contributed,  and  too  much  love 

C  Has 


5o  ALLFORL'OVE. 

Has  made  me  guilty  too. 

Th'  advance  of  kindnefs  which  I  made,  was  feign'd, 

To  call  back  tieeting  love  by  jealoufy  ; 

But  'twould  not  laft.   Oh !  rather  let  me  lofe, 

Than  fo  ignobly  trifle  with  his  heart. 

Do/.  I  find  your  breaft  fenc'd round  from  human  reach, 
Tranfparent  as  a  rock  of  folid  cryftal  ; 
Seen  through,  but  never  pierc'd.  '  My  friend,  my  friend  ! 
'  What  endlefs  treafure  haft  thou  thrown  away ; 
'  And  fcatter'd,  like  an  infant,  in  the  ocean, 

*  Vain  fums  of  wealth  which  none  can  gather  thence.' 

Cleo.  Could  you  not  beg 
An  hour's  admittance  to  his  private  ear  ? 
'  Like  one  who  wanders  through  long  barren  wilds, 

*  And  yet  foreknows  no  hofpitable  inn 
'  Is  near  to  fuccour  hunger, 

'  Eats  his  fill,  before  his  painful  march  : 
""  So  would  I  feed  a-vvhile  my  famifh'd  eyes' 
Before  we  part ;  for  I  have  far  to  go, 
]f  death  be  far,  and  never  muft  return. 

Ventidius,  ivith  Oftavia,  behind. 

Pent.^rcm  whence  you  may  difcover — O,  fweet,  fvveet! 
Would  you  indeed  ?  the  pretty  hand  in  earneft  ? 

Del.   I  will,   for  this  reward.  \_Takes  her  band. 

•Draw  it  not  back, 
'Tis  all  I  e'er  will  beg. 

Vent.  They  turn  upon  us. 

'  Off.  What  quick  eyes  has  guilt!' 

Vent.  Seem  not  to  haveoblerv'd  'em,  and  go  on. 
They  enter. 

Dol.  Saw  you  the  emperor,  Vent'idim  ? 

Vent.  No. 

I  fought  him  ;  but  I  heard  that  he  was  private. 
None  with  him,  but  Hifparcbns  his  freedman. 

Dol.  Know  you  his  bus'nefs? 

Vent.  Giving  him  inftruftions, 
And  letters,  to  his  brother  Ca-far. 

Dol.  Well, 
He  muft  be  found.        [Exeunt  Dolabella  and  Cleopatra. 

OS.  Moft  glorious  impudence ! 

Vent.  She  look'd,  methought, 
As  fhe  would  fay,  take  your  old  man,  Oflavia  ; 
Thank  you,  I'm  better  here. 

Well, 
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Well,  but  what  ufe 

Make  we  of  this  difcovery  ? 

O8.  Let  it  die. 

Vent.  I  pity  Dolalella  ;  but  fhe's  dangerous : 

*  Her  eyes  have  pow'r  beyond  Thejffalian  charr.u. 

'  To  draw  the  moon  from  Heav'n  ;  for  eloquence, 

*  The  fea-green  fyrens  taught  her  voice  their  flatt'ry; 
'  And,  while  (he  fpeaks,  night  fteals  upon  the  day, 

*  Unmark'd  of  thofe  that  hear :  then  (he's  fo  charming-, 

*  Age  buds  at  fight  of  her,   and  fwells  to  youth  : 
'  The  holy  prielts  gaze  on  her  when  fhe  fmiles ; 

*  And  with  heav'd  hands,   forgetting  gravity, 

'  They  blefs  her  wanton  eyes  :  even  I,  who  hate  her, 
'  With  a  malignant  joy  behold  fuch  beauty  ;' 
And,  '  while  I  curfe,   defire  it.'     Antony 
Mud  needs  have  fome  remains  of  paffion  ftill, 
Which  may  ferment  into  a  worfe  relapfe, 

If  now  not  fully  cur'd.         •  "  But  fee  he  comes " 

'  I  know,  this  minute, 

'  With  Cafar  he's  endeavouring  her  peace. 

'  Oj7.  You  have  prevail'd: But  for  a  farther 

purpofe  [Walks  off". 

'  I'll  prove  how  he  will  relifli  this  difcovery. 
«  What,  make  a  ftrumpet's  peace  !  it  fwells  my  heart ; 
'  It  mult  not,   ma'  not  be. 

'  Vent.  His  guards  appear. 
s  Let  me  begin,  and  you  (hall  fecond  me.' 
Enter  Antony. 

Ant.   Qfta<via,  I  was  looking  you,  my  love  : 
What,  are  your  letters  ready  ?  I  have  giv'n 
My  laft  inftruftions. 

Oft.  Mine,  my  lord,  are  written. 

Ant.   Venticiius  !  [Drawing  bint  afidi. 

Vent.  My  lord? 

Ant.  A  word  in  private. 
When  faw  you  DotaMla  ? 

Vent.  Now,  my  lord, 
He  parted  hence  ;  and  Cleopatra  with  him. 

Ant.  Speak  foftly.     'Twas  by  my  command  he  went, 
To  bear  my  laft  farewel. 

Vent.  It  look'd,  indeed,  [ALud. 

Like  your  farewel. 

Ant.  More  foftly- My  farewel ! 

C  z  What 
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What  fecret  meaning  have  you  in  thofe  words 
Of  my  farewel  ?  He  did  it  by  my  order. 

rent.  Then  he  obey'd  your  order,  I  fuppofe.   [Aloud. 
You  bid  him  do  it  with  ail  gentleuefs, 
All  kindnefs,  and  all love. 

Ant.  How  fhe  mourn'd  ! 
The  poor  forfaken  creature  ! 

Fent.  She  took  it  as  me  ought ;  (he  bore  your  parting 
As  fhe  did  Co-far's,  as  me  would  another's, 
Were  a  new  love  to  come. 

Ant.  Thou  do.1  belie  her  ;  [Aloud. 

-Moll  bafely,  and  malicioufly  belie  her. 

Vent.  I  thought  not  to  difpleafe  you  ;  I  have  done. 

O£l.  You  feem  difturb'd,  my  lord.  [Coining  up. 

Ant.   A  very  trifle. 
Retire,  my  love.' 

rent.  It  was  indeed  a  trifle. 
He  fent 

Ant.  No  more.     Look  how  thou  difobey'fl  me  ; 
Thy  life  (hall  anfwer  it.  [Angrily. 

O£l.  Then  'tis  no  trifle. 

Vent.  [To  Off.'}  'Tis   lefs,   a  very  nothing  :  you  toe 
As  well  as  I,  and  therefore  'tis  no  fecret.  [law  it, 

Ant.  She  faw  it! 

Vent.  Yes  :  fhe  faw  young  Dolabclla . 

Ant.  Young- Do/a&fl/a  ! 

Vent.  Young,  I  think  him  young, 
And  handfome  too;  and  fo  do  others  think  him. 
But  what  of  that  r   He  went  by  your  command, 
Indeed  'tis  probable,  with  fome  kind  meffage  ; 
For  fhe  receiv'd  it  gracioufly;  fhe  fmil'd  : 
And  then  he  grew  familiar  with  her  hand, 
Squeez'd  it,  and  worry'd  it  with  ravenous  kifles ; 
She  blufh'd,  and  figh'd,  and  fmil'd,  and  blufh'd  again  -f 
At  laft  fhe  took  occafion  to  talk  foftly. 
'  And  brought  her  cheek  up  clofe,  and  lean'd  on  his  : 
*  At  which  he  whifper'd  kiffes  back  on  hers;' 
And  then  fhe  cry'd  aloud,  that  conitancy 
Should  be  rewarded. This  I  faw  and  heard. 

Ant.  What  woman  was  it,  whom  you  heard  and  fa\* 
So  playful  with  my  friend  ! 
Not  Cleopatra  ? 

Vint,  iiv'n  fhe,  my  lord  ! 

Ant. 
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.<«/.   My  Cleopatra  ? 

Vent.   Your  Cleopatra-^ 
Dolabe'la"  s  Cleopatra : 
Every  man's  Cleopatra* 

Ant.   'Tis  falfe. 

'  Vent.  I  do  not  lie,  my  lord. 
'  Is  this  fo  ftrange  ?  Should  miflrefles  be  left, 
'  And  not  provide  againlt  a  time  of  change  ? 
'  You  know  (he's  not  much  us'd  to  lonely  nights.' 

'  Ant.   I'll  think  no  more  on't.' 
I  know  'tis  falfe,  and  fee  the  plot  betwixt  you.     . 
'  You  needed  not  have  gone  this  way,  Oflavia  : 
'  What  harms  it  you  that  Cleopatra's  juft? 
*  She's  mine  no  more.     I  fee  j  and  I  forgive  : 
'  Urge  it  no  farther,  love. 

'  Oif?.  Are  you  concern'd 
'  That  (he's  found  falfe  ? 

'  Ant.  I  fhould  b»,  were  it  fo  ; 
'  For  tho'  'tis  paft,  I  would  not  that  the  \vorld 
'  Should  tax  nry  former  choice:  that  I  lov'd  one 
«  Of  fo  light  note ;  but  I  forgive  you  both.' 

Vent.  What  has  my  age  deferv'd,  that  you  fliould  think 
I  would  abufe  your  ears  with  perjury  ? 
If  Heav'n  be  trues  (he's  falfe. 

Ant.  Tho'  Heav'n  and  earth 
Should  witnefs  it,  I'll  not  believ«  her  tainted. 

Vent.  I'll  bring  you  then  a  witnefs 
From  hell  to  prove  her  fo.     Nay,  go  not  back  ; 

\_Seelng  Alcx&sjuft  entering,  and  ft  art  ing  lack, 
For  ftav  you  mull  and  mail. 

Alex.   What  means  my  lord  ? 

I' fnt.  To  make  you  do  what   moft  you  hate ;  fpeak 

You  are  of  Cleopatra  s  private  counfel,  [truth. 

Of  her  bed-counfel,  her  lafcivious  hours  ; 

Are  confcious  of  each  nightly  change  Ihe  mak«s, 

And  watch  her,  as  Chaldeans  do  the  moon, 

Can  tell  what  figns  (lie  pafTes  through,  what  day.', 

Alex..  My  noble  lord. 

I'ent.   My  moft  illuftrious  pandar, 
No  line  fet  fpeech,  no  cadence,  no  turn'd  periods,  . 
But  a  plain  home-fpun  truth,  is  what  I  afk  : 
I  did,  myfelf,  o'erhear  your  queen  make  love 
To  Dolabtlla.     Speak  j  for  I  will  know, 

C3  By 
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Fy  your  ccnfeflion,  what  more  paft  betwixt  'em  ; 
How  near  the  bus'nefs  draws  to  your  employment  j 
Ai.d  when  the  happy  hour. 

Ant.  Speak  truth,  Alexas,  whether  it  offend 
Or  pleafe  Ventidius,  care  not.     Juftify 
Thy  injur'd  queen  from  malice.     Dare  his  worft. 

'  <Jft.  [Afa'e.]  See  how  he  gives  him  courage,  how  he 
'  To  find  her  falfe  !  and  (huts  his  eyes  to  truth,  [fears 
'  Willing  to  be  mifled  !' 

Alex.   As  far  as  love  may  plead  for  woman's  frailty, 
Urg'd  by  defert  and  greatnefs  of  the  lover  ; 
to  lar  (divine  O^a^via)  may  my  queen 
Siand  ev'n  excus'd  to  you  for  loving  him, 
\Vho  is  your  lord :   fo  far  from  brave  Ventidim, 
May  her  paft  adlions  hope  a  fair  report. 

Ant.  'Tis  well  and  truly  fpoken  :  mark,  Ventldius. 

Alex.  To  you,  moft  noble  emperor,  her  ftrbngpafiion 
Stands  not  excus'd,  but  wbolly  juftified. 
Her  beauty's  charms  alone,  without  her  crown, 
JFrcm  Ivd  and  Meroe  drew  the  diftant  vows 
Of  iighing  kings  ;  and  at  her  feet  were  laid 
The  fcepters  of  the  earth,  expos'd  on  heaps, 
To  chufe  where  fhe  would  reign ; 
She  thought  a  Roman  only  could  deferve  her; 
And,  of  all  Romans,  only  Antony. 
And,  to  be  left  than  wife  to  you,  difdain'd 
Their  lawful  paflion. 

Ant.   'Tis  but  truth. 

Alex.  And  yet  tho'  love,  and  your  unmatch'd  defert, 
Have  drawn  her  from  the  due  regard  of  honour, 
At  laft,  Heav'n  open'd  her  unwilling  eyes 
To  fee  the  wrongs  fhe  ofFer'd  fair  Ofta<via, 
Whofe  holy  bed  me  lawlefsly  ufurp'd. 
The  fad  eftefts  of  thi$  unprofperous  war, 
Confirm'd  thofe  pious  thoughts. 

rent.   [AJide.]  Oh,  wheel  you  there  ? 
Obferve  him  now  ;  the  man  begins  to  menJ, 
And  talk  fubftantial  reafon.     Fear  not,  eunuch, 
The  emperor  has  giv'n  thee  leave  to  fpeak. 

Alex.  Elfe  had  I  never  dar'd  t'offend  his  ears 
With  what  the  laft  neceffity  has  urg'd 
On  my  forfaken  miftrefs ;  yet  I  muft  not 
Pj-efume  to  fay  her  heart  is  wholly  alter'd. 
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Ant.  No,  dare  not  for  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,   dare 
Not  pronounce  that  fatal  word. 

OS.  Muft  I  bear  this?  Good  Heav'n,  afford  rue  pa- 
tience !  \_AJtde, 

Vent.  On,  fweet  eunuch  ;  my  dear  half  man,  proceed. 

Alex.  YetDolabella 

Has  lov'd  her  long  ;  he,  next  my  god-like  lord, 
Deferves  her  beft  ;  and  mould  me  meet  his  paffion, 
Rejected,  asihe  is,  by  him  me  lov'd 

Ant.  Hence,  from  my  fight,  for  I  can  bear  no  more  \ 
Let  furies  drag  thee  quick  to  hell  !  each  torturing  hand 
Do  thou  employ,  till  Cleopatra  comes, 
Then  join  thou  too,   and  help  to  torture  her. 

[Exit  Alexas  thruft  out  by  Antony. 

Oa.   'Tis  not  well  ! 

Indeed,  my  lord,   'tis  much  unkind  to  me. 
To  fhew  this  paffion,  this  extreme  concernment, 
For  an  ahandon'd  faithlefs  proftitute. 

Ant.  Qtfavia,  leave  me  1  I  am  much  diforder'd  ! 
Leave  me,  I  fay  ! 

Off.  My  lord! 

Ant.  I  bid  you  leave  me. 

'  Vent.  Obey  him,  madam  ;    beft  withdraw  a  while, 
'  And  fee  how  this  will  work. 

4  On.  Wherein  have  I  offended  you,  my  lord, 
'  Th.it  I  am  bid  to  leave  you  ?  Am  I  falfe, 
'  Or  infamous  ?  Am  I  a  Cleopatra  ? 
«  Were  I  (he, 

'  Bafe  as  me  is,  you  would  not  bid  me  leave  you  ; 
'  But  hang  upon  my  neck,  take  flight  excufes, 
'  And  fawn  upon  my  falfhood. 

'  Ant.  'Tis  too  much  ; 

'  Too  much,   Ofiavia  !  I  am  preft  with  forrows 
'  Too  heavy  to  be  borne,  and  you  add  more  I 
'  I  would  retire,   and  recolleft  what's  left 

*  Of  man  within,  to  aid  me. 

'  Oft.  You  would  mourn 
'  In  private  for  your  love,  who  has  betray'd  you. 

*  You  did  but  half  return  to  me,  your  kindnefs 
'  Linger'd  behind  with  her.     I  hear,  my  lord, 

'  You  make  conditions  for  her, 

*  And  would  include  her  treaty.     Wond'rous  proofs 
'  Of  love  to  me  ! 

C  4  «  Ant. 
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'  Ant.   Are  you  my  friend,  Ventidiiu  ? 

*  Or  are  you  turn'd  a  Dolabella  too, 
'  And  let  this  fury  loofc  ? 

'  Vent.  Oh,  be"  adris'd, 

•  Sweet  madam,  and  retire.' 

Ofl.  Yes,  I  will  go;  but  never  to  return. 
'  You  mall  no  more  be  haunted  with  this  fury.' 
My  lord,  my  lord,  love  will  not  always  laft, 
When  urg'd  with  long  unkindnefs  and  difdain. 
Take  her  again  whom  you  prefer  to  me  ; 
She  frays  but  to  be  call'd.     Poor  cozen'd  man  ! 
Let  a  feign'd  parting  give  her  back  your  heart, 
Which  a  feign'd  love  firft  git ;  for  injur'd  me, 
Tho'  my  juft  fenfe  of  wrongs  forbid  my  flay, 
My  duty  mall  be  yours. 
To  the  dear  pledges  of  our  former  love, 
My  terulernefs  and  care  mail  be  tranfer'd. 
And  they  (ball  chear  by  turns  my  widow'd  nights  ! 
So  take  my  laft  farewel !  for  I  defpair 
To  have  you  whole,  and  fcorn  to  take  you  half.     [Exit* 

Vent.  I  combat  Heav'n,  which  blafts  my  belt  defigns  ! 
My  laft  attempts  muft  be  to  win  her  backj 
But,  Oh  !  I  fear,  in  vain.  [Exit. 

Ant,  Why  was  t  fram'd  with  this  plain  honeft  heart, 
Which  knows  not  to  difguife  its  griefs  and  weaknefs, 
But  bears  its  workings  outward  to  the  world  ? 
I  Ihould  have  kept  the  mighty  anguilh  in, 
And  forc'd  a  fmile  at  Clecpctra's  falihood  : 
Offaiiia  had  believ'd  it,  and  had  ftaid. 
But  I  am  made  a  (hallow-forded  ftream, 
Seen  to  the  bottom  :  all  my  clearnefs  fcorn'd, 
And  all  my  faults  expos'd — See  where  he  comes 

Eater  Dolabella. 

Who  has  prophan'd  the  facred  name  of  friend, 
And  worn  it  into  vilenefs  ! 
With  how  fecure  a  brow,  and  fpecious  form 
He  gi-lds  the  fecret  villain  !  fure  that  face 
Was  meant  for  honefty ;  but  Heav'n  mifmatch'd  it, 
And  furnim'd  treafon  out  with  nature's  pomp, 
To  make  its  work  moreeafy. 

'  Dol.  O  my  friend  !' 

Aut.  Well,  Dolabella,  you  perforra'd  my  meffage  ? 

Del.  I  did,  unwillingly. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Unwillingly? 

Was  it  fo  hard  for  you  to  bear  our  parting? 
You  mould  have  wiih'd  it. 

Del.  Why? 

Ant.  Bec'aufeyouloveme. 
And  (he  receiv'd  my  mcflage,  with  as  true, 
With  as  unfeign'd  a  forrow,  as  you  brought  it  ? 

Dd.  She  loves  you  ev'n  to  madnefs. 

Ant.   Oh  !  I  know  it. 
You,  Dolabella,  do  not  better  know. 
How  much  fhe  loves  me.     And  mould  I 
Forfake  this  beauty,  this  all  perfedl  creature  ? 

Dol.  I  could  not,  were  fhe  mine. 

Ant.  And  yet  you  firft 
Perfuaded  me.     How  come  you  alter'd  fince  ? 

Dol.  I  faid  at  firft  I  was  not  fit  to  go  : 
I  could  not  hear  her  fighs,  and  fee  her  tears, 
But  pity  muft  prevail :  and  fo,  perhaps, 
It  may  again  with  you  ;  for  I  have  promis'd 
That  me  mould  take  her  laft  farewel :  and,  fee, 
She  comes  to  claim  my  word. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ant.    Falfe  Dolabella! 

Del.  What's  rnlfe,  my  lord? 

Ant.  Why  />0/*/W/«'s  falfe, 
And  Cleopatra's,  falfe  ;  both  falfe  and  faithlefs. 
Draw  near,  you  well-join 'd  wickednefs,  you  ferpents, 
Whom  I  have  in  my  kindly  bofom  warm'd, 
Till  I  am  ilung  to  death. 

Dd.  My  lord,  have  I 
Deferv'd  to  be  thus  us'd  ? 

Cleo.   Can  heav'n  prepare 
A  newer  torment  ?  Can  it  find  a  curfc 
Beyond  cur  reparation  ? 

Ant.  Yes,    if  fate 

Bejufr.,  much  greater:  '  Heav'n  mould  be  ingenious 
In  punilhing  fuch  crimes.     The  rolling  ftone, 

And  gnawing  vulture,  were  flight  pains,  invented 

When  Jo~js  was  young,  and  no  examples  known 

Of  mighty  ills  ;  but  you  have  ripen'd  fin 

To  fuch  a  monltrous  growth,  'twill  pofe  the  gods 

To  find  ?.n  equal  torture.'     Two,  two  fuch  ! 
Oh  !  there's  no  farther  name,  two  fuch— to  me, 

C  5  To 


5S  ALL    FOR    LOVE, 

To  me,  who  lock'd  my  foul  within  your  brealts, 

Had  no  defires,  no  joys,  no  life  but  you  ; 

'  When  half  the  globe  was  mine,  I  gave  it  you 

'  In  dowry  with  my  heart:  I  had  no  ufe, 

'  No  fruit  cf  all,  but  you  :'  a  friend  and  miitrefs 

Was  what  the  world  could  give.     O  Cleopatra  ! 

O  Ddabella!  how  could  you  betray 

This  tender  heart,  which  with  an  infant  fondnefs 

Lay  lull'd  betwixt  your  bofoms,  and  there  flept 

Secure  of  injur'd  faith  ? 

Del.  If  (he  has  wrong'd  you, 
Ilcav'n,  hell,  and  you  revenge  it. 

Ant.  If  flie  has  wrong'd  me  ! 

*  Thou  would'fl  evade  thy  part  of  guilt ;  but  fwear 
'  Thou  lov'ft  not  her. 

Del.  Not  fo  as  I  love  you. 

Ant.  Not  fo  !  fwear,  fwear,  I  fay,  thou  doflnot  love 
Del.  No  more  than  friendfhip  will  allow.         [her. 
Ant.  No  more  ? 
Friend/hip  allows  thee  nothing  :  then  art  perjur'd— — 
Ana  yet  thou  didftnot  fivear  thou  lov'ft  her  not ; 
But  not  fo  much,  no  more.     O  trifling  hypocrite  ! 
Who  durit  not  own  to  her  thou  doll  not  love, 
Nor  own  to  me  thou  doft  !'  Ventidius  heard  it ; 
Oclavia  faw  it. 

C/eo.  They  are  enemies. 
Ant.  Aiexas  is  not  fo  :  he,  he  Confeft  it  ; 
He,  who,  next  hell,  belt  knew  it,  he  avow'd  it. 
Why  do  I  feck  a  proof  beyond  yourfelf  ?  [To  DoL 

You  whom  I  fent  to  bear  my  lafl  farewel, 
Return'd  to  plead  her  Hay. 

Del.  What  (hall  I  anfwer? 
If  to  have  lov'd  be  guilt,  then  I  have  finn'J  ; 
But  if  to  have  repented  of  that  love 
Can  walli  away  my  crime,  1  have  repented. 
Yet,  if  1  have  offended  paft  fcrgivei.els, 
Let  her  not  fufFer  :   fhe  is  innocent. 

'  Clfo.  Ah,  what  will  not  a  woman  do  who  loves  ! 
What  means  will  fhe  refufe,   to  keep  that  heart 
Where  all  her  joys  are  plac'd  !  'Twas  I  encourag'd, 
'Twas  I  blew  up  the  fire  that  fcorch'd  his  foul, 
To  make  you  jealous  ;  and  by  that  regain  you. 
ilat  r.ll  in  vain  ;  I  could  not  counterfeit : 

'In 
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'  In  fpite  of  all  the  dams,   my  love  broke  o'er, 

'  And  drown'd  my  heart  again  ;  fate  took  th'  occafion  ; 

'  And  thus  one  minute's  feigning  has  deftroy'd 

'  My  whole  life's  truth.' 

Ant.  Thin  cobweb  arts  of  falfhood  ; 
Seen,  and  broke  through  at  firft. 

Dol.  Forgive  your  miftrefs. 

Cleo.  Forgive  your  friend, 

4  Ant.  You  have  convinc'd  yourfelves. 
r '  You  plead  each  other's  caufe  :  what  witnefs  have  you, 
'  That  you  but  meant  to  raife  my  jealoufy  ? 

4  Cleo.   Ourfelves  and  Heav'n. 

4  Ant.  Guilt  witneffes  for  guilt.  Hence,  love  and  friend- 
4  You  have  no  longer  place  in  human  breafts,         [fhipl 
4  Thefe  two  have  driv'n  you  ouc :  avoid  my  fight  j 
'  I  wou'd  not  kill  the  man  whom  I  have  lov'd  ; 
'  And  cannot  hurt  the  woman  ;   but  avoid  me, 
'  I  do  not  know  how  long  I  can  be  tame ; 
4  For,  if  I  ftay  one  minute  moie  to  think 
4  How  I  am  wrong'd,  my  juitice  and  revenge 
'  Will  cry  fo  loud  within  me,  that  my  pity 
4  Will  not  be  heard  for  cither. 

4  Do/.  Heaven'has'but 

'  Our  forrow  fcr  cur  fins ;  and  then  delights 
•  To  pardon  erring  man  :  fweet  mercy  feems 
4  Its  darling  attribute,  which  limits  juftice  : 
4  As  if  there  were  degrees  in  infinite  ; 
4  And  infinite  would  rather  want  perfection, 
'  Than  punifh  to  extent.' 

Ant.  I  can  forgive 

A  foe ;  but  not  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend  : 
Treafon  is  there  in  its  moil  horrid  Iliape, 
Where  trurt  is  greateft  :   '  and  the  foul  relign'd 
'  Is  itabb'd  by  its  own  guards.'     I'll  hear  no  more  ; 
Hence  from  my  fight,  for'  ever. 

Cleo.   How  ?  for  ever  ! 
I  cannot  go  one  moment  from  your  %ht* 
And  muft  I  go  for  ever  ? 
My  joys,  my  only  joys  are  center'd  here  : 
What  place  have  I  to  go  to  ?  My  own  kingdom  ? 
That  I  have  loft  for  you  :   or  to  the  Remans  ? 
They  hate  me  for  your  fake.     Or  muft  I  wander 
The  wide  world  o'er,  a  helplefa,  banifli'd  woman  ? 

Ba- 
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Banifh'd  for  love  of  you  ;  banifh'd  from  you  ; 

Ay,  there's  the  banifhment !  Oh  !  hear  me  ;  hear  me, 

With  ftricteft  juftice  ;  for  I  beg  no  favour  : 

And  if  I  have  offended  you,  then  kill  me, 

But  do  not  banifh  me. 

Ant.  I  muft  not  hear  you. 
I  have  a  fool  within  me  takes  your  part  j 
But  honour  flops  my  ears. 
'  Clco.  For  pity  hear  me  ! 
Would  you  call  off  a  flave  who  follow'd  you, 
Who  crouch'd  bsneath  your  fpurn  ? — He  has  no  pity  ! 
See,  if  he  gives  one  tear  to  my  departure  ; 
One  look,  one  kind  farewel  :  O,   iron  heart ! 
Let  all  the  gods  look  down,  and  judge  betwixt  us, 
If  he  did  ever  love  ! 
'  Ant.  No  more:  Alex  as! 
*  Dot.   A  perjur'd  villain  ! 
'  Ant.   [To  Cleo.]  Your  Alexns  !  yours  ! 
'  Clco.  Oh  !   'twas  his  plot :  his  ruinous  defign 
'  T'engage  you  in  my  love  byjealcufy. 
'  Hear  him  ;  confront  him  with  me;  let  him  fpeak. 
'  Ant.  \  have  ;  I  have. 
'  Cleo.  And  if  he  clear  me  not. 

'  Ant.  Your  creature!  one  who  hangs   upon    your 
'  Watches  your  eye,  to  fay  or  to  unfay  [fmiles  ! 

*  What'er  you  pleaf:.'     I  am  not  to  be  mov'd. 

Cleo.  Then  mull  we  part?  Farewel,  my  cruel  lord. 
Th'  appearance  is  agninft  me  ;  and  I  go, 
Unjuitify'd,   for  ever  from  your  fight. 
How  I  have  lov'd,    you  know  :  how  yet  I  love, 
My  only  comfort  is,  I  know  mvfelf : 
J  love  you  more,   ev'n  now  you  are  unkind, 
Than  when  you  lov'd  me  moft ;  fo  well,  fo  truly, 
I'll  never  ftrive  againft  it ;   but  die  pleas'd 
To  think  you  once  were  mine. 

Ant.  Good  Heav'n,  they  weep  at  parting. 
Muft  I  weep  too  ?  That  calls  'cm  innocent, 
1  muft  not  weep;  and  yet  I  muft,  to  think 

That  I  muft  not  forgive 

Live  ;  but  live  wretched,  'tis  but  juft  you  fhonld, 
Who  made  me  fo :  live  from  each  other's  f:ght  : 
Let  me  net  hear  you  meet.     Set  all  the  earth, 
And  all  the  feas,  betwixt  your  funder'd  love*  : 

l  View 
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V;ew  nothing  common  but  the  fun  and  ikies: 
Now,  all  take  ieveral  ways ; 

And  each  your  own  fad  fate  with  mine  deplore  ; 

That  you  were  falfe,  and  I  could  trull  no  more. 

[  Exeunt  ftvtrallj . 


ACT        V. 

SCENE,  the  Temple. 
Enter  Cleopatra,   Charmion,  and  Iras. 


*  Char.  D  E  jufter,  Heav'n  !  fuch  virtue  punim'd  thus 

JLJ  '  Will  make  us  think  that  chance  rules  all 

above, 

'  And  muffled,  with  a  random  hand,    the  lots 
'  Which  man  is  forc'd  to  draw.' 

Cleo.  I  could  tear  outthefe  eyes  that  gainM  his  heart, 
And  had  not  pow'r  to  keep  it.     Oh,  the  curfe 
Of  doting  on,  ev'n  when  [  find  it  dctage  ! 
Bear  \vitnefs,  gods,  you  heard  him  bid  me  go  ; 
You,  whom  he  mock'd  with  imprecating  vo\v? 
Of  promis'd  faith  -  I'll  die,  I  will  not  bcu  ic. 
'  You  may  ru-M  me  - 

'  [She  pulls  cutler  dagger,  and  they  .-'. 
'  But  I  can  keep  my  breath  :  I  can  die  inward, 
'  And  choak  this  love.' 

Enter  Alexas. 

«  Iras.   Help,   O  dlcxas,  help  ! 
«  The  queen  grows  defperate,  her  foul  ftruggles  in  her, 

*  With  all  the  agonies  of  love  and  rage, 
'  And  flrives  to  force  its  pafTagc. 

'  Cleo.   Let  me  go.' 
Art  them  there,  traitor!  --  Oh, 
Oh  for  a  little  breath,  to  vent  my  rage  ! 
'  Give,  give  me  way,  and  let  me  loofc  upon  him.' 

Ahx.  Yes,  I  deferve  it,  for  my  ill-tim'd  u  ir.h. 
'  Was  it  for  me  to  prop 
4  The  ruins  of  a  failing  majefty? 
«  To  place  myfctf  beneath  the  mighty  flaw, 
'  Thus  to  be  *  rulli'd,  and  pounded  into  atoms, 
'  By  its  o'envhdming  weight  ?   'Tis  too  prefuining 
4  For  fubjccU*  to  nrcferve  that  \vilful  pow'r 

«  Which 
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'  Which  courts  its  own  deftru&ion.' 

Cleo.  I  would  reafon 

More  calmly  with  you.     Did  you  not  o'er-rule, 
And  force  my  plain,  direft,  and  open  love, 
Into  thefe  crooked  paths  of  jealoufy  ? 
Now,  what's  th'  event  ?  Ofiavia  is  remov'd  ; 
But  Cleopatra  banifh'd    «  Thou,  thou,  villain, 
'  Haft  pufh'd  my  boat  to  open  fca ;  to  prove, 

•  At  my  fad  coft,  if  thou  canft  fteer  it  back. 
'  It  cannot  be  ;  I'm  loft  too  far  ;  I'm  ruin'd  : 

'  Hence,  thou  impoftor,  traitor,  monfter,  devil- 
'  I  can  no  more  :   thou,  and  my  griefs,  have  funk 
'  Me  down  fo  low,  that  I  want  voice  to  curfe  thee. 
'  Alex.    Suppofe  fome  fhipwreck'd  feamen  near  the 

fliore, 

'  Dropping  and  faint,  with  climbing  up  the  cliff, 
'  If,  from  above,  feme  charitable  hand 
'  Pull  him  to  fafety,  hazarding  himfelf 
'  To  draw  the  other's  weight ;  would  he  look  back 
'  And  curfe  him  for  his  pains  ?  The  cafe  is  yours  ; 

*  But  one  ftep  more,  and  you  have  gain'd  the  height. 

'  Cleo.  Sunk,  never  more  to  rife. 

Alex.  '  Ofia-via's  gone,   and  Dclabella  banifh'd.' 
Believe  me,  madam,  Antony  is  yours. 
His  heart  was  never  loft ;  but  fhrted  off 
To  jealoufy,  love's  laft  retreat  and  covert ; 
Where  it  lies  hid  in  fhades,  watchful  in  filence, 
And  lift'ning  for  the  found  that  calls  it  back. 
Some  other,  any  man,  'tis  fo  advanc'd, 
May  perfedlthis  unfinifh'd  work,  which  I 
(Unhappy  only  to  myfelf)  have  left 
So  eafy  to  his  hand. 

Cleo.  Look  well  thou  do't ;  elfe 

Alex.  Elfe,  what  your  filence  threatens—  Antony 
Is  mounted  up  the  Pharos  ;  from  whofe  turret, 
He  ftands  furveying  our  ^Egyptian  galiies, 
Engag'd  with  C<?/ar's  fleet :   now  death,  or  conqueft; 
If  the  firft  happen,  fate  acquits  my  promife, 
If  we  o'ercome,    the  conqueror  is  yours. 

[A  diftant  Jbput  ivitbin. 

Char.   Have  comfort,    madam:    Did  \ou  mark  that 
\Scaiid ficut  nearer. 
Iras . 


ALLFORLOVE.  63 

Iras,  Hark  ;   they  redouble  it. 

Alex.  'Tis  from  the  port. 
The  loudnefs  (hows  it  near.  Good  news,  kind  Heav'ns. 

'  Cleo.  Ofiris  make  it  fo.' 

Enter  Serapion. 

Set:  Where,  where's  the  queen  ? 

'  Alex.  How  frightfully  the  holy  coward  flares  ! 
'  As  if  not  yet  recover'd  of  th'  affault, 
«  When  all  his  gods,  and  what's  more  dear  to  him, 
'  His  off'rings,  were  at  ftake.' 

Ser.  O  horror,  horror ! 
JEgypt  has  been  ;  the  lateft  hour  is  come. 
The  queen  of  nations  from  her  ancient  feat 
Is  funk  for  ever  in  the  dark  abyfs  : 
Time  has  unroll'd  her  glories  to  thelaft, 
And  now  clos'd  up  the  volume. 

Cleo.  Be  more  plain  : 

Say,  whence  thou  cam'fl,  (though  fate  is  in  thy  face  ; 
Which  from  thy  haggard  eyes  look  wildly  cut, 
And  threatens  ere  thou  fpeak'ft.) 

Ser.   I  came  from  Pharos  ; 
From  viewing  (fpare  me,  and  imagine  it) 
Our  land's  laft  hope,  your  navy 

Cleo.  Vanquim'd? 

Ser.  No, 
They  fought  not. 

Cleo.  Then  they  fled. 

Ser.  Nor  that.     I  faw, 
With  Antony,  your  well-appointed  fleet 
Row  out ;   and  thrice  he  vvav'd  his  hand  on  high, 
And  thrice  with  chearful  cries  they  ftiouted  back  : 
'  'Twas  then,  falfe  Fortune,  like  a  fawning  ftrumpet, 
'  About  to  leave  the  bankrupt  prodigal, 
'  V/irh  a  diffembled  frnile  would  kifs  at  parting, 
'  And  fktter  to  the  laft  ;'   the  well-tim'd  oars 
Now  dipt  from  every  bark,  now  fmoothly  run 
To  meet  the  foe  ;  arid  foon,  indeed,  they  met, 
But  not  as  foes.      In  few  we  faw  their  caps 
On  either  fide  thrown  up  :  the  ^Egyptian  gallies, 
Receiv'd  like  friends,  pail:  through,  and  fell  behind 
The  Roman  rear ;  and  now,  they  all  come  forward, 
And  ride  within  the  port. 

2  Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Enough  Serapien: 

I've  heard  my  doom.    This  needed  not,  you  gods  : 
When  I  loft  Antony,  your  work  was  done. 
'  'Tis  but  fnperfluous  malice.'    Where's  my  lord  ? 
How  bears  he  this  laft  blow  ? 

Ser.  His  fury  cannot  be  exprefs'd  by  words  : 
Thrice  he  attempted  headlong  to  have  fall'n 
Full  On  his  foes,  and  aim'd  at  C/cfar's  galley  : 
Witheld,  he  raves  on  you,  cries,  he's  betray'd. 
Should  he  now  find  you 

Alex.  Shun  him,  feek  your  fafety, 
Till  you  can  clear  your  innocence. 

Cleo.  I'll  ftay. 

Alex.  You  muft  not ;  hafte  you  to  the  monument, 
While  I  make  fpeed  to  Csefar. 

Cleo.  Co-far.  No, 
I  have  no  bufinefs  with  him. 

Alex.  I  can  wcrk  him, 
To  fpare  your  life,  and  let  this  madman  perifh. 

Cleo.  Bafe,  fawning  wretch  !  wculdftthou  betray  him 
Hence  from  my  fight,  I  A'ill  not  hear  a  traitor;     [too? 
'Twas  thy  defign  brought  all  this  ruin  on  us. 
Serapion,  thon  art  honeil ;  ccmnfel  me  : 
But  hafte,  each  moment's  precious. 

Ser.  Retire  ;  you  muft  not  yet  fee  Antony. 
He  who  began  this  mifchief, 
'Tis  juft  he  tempt  the  danger  :  let  him  clear  you  ; 
And,  fmce  he  offer'd  you  his  fervile  tongue, 
To  gain  a  poor  precarious  life  from  C^/ar, 
Let  him  expofe  that  fawning  eloquence, 
A_nd  fpeak  to  Antony. 

Alex,  O  Heav'ns !  I  dare  not : 
I  meet  my  certain  death. 

Cleo.  Slave,  thou  deferv'ft  it. 
Not  that  I  fear  my  lord  will  I  avoid  him  ; 
1  know  him  noble  :  When  he  banifh'd  me, 
And  thought  me  fajfe,  he  fcorn'd  to  take  my  life  : 
But  I'll  be  juftify'd,   and  then  die  with  him. 

Alex.  O  pity  me,  and  let  me  follow  you. 

Cleo.  To  death,   if  thou  ftir  hence.     Speak,  if  thou 

can'ft, 
Now  fcr  thy  life,  which  bafely  thou  would  fare, 

While 
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While  mine  I  prize  at  this.     Come,  good  Serapicn. 

[Exeunt  Cleo.  Ser.  Char,  and  Ira?. 

Alex.  Ofi!  that  I  Id's  cou'd  fear  to  lofe  this  being, 
"Which,  like  a  fnow-ball,  in  my  coward  hand, 
The  more  'tis  grafp'd,  the  falter  melts  away. 
Poor  reafon  !   What  a  wretched  aid  art  thou  ! 
For  ftill,  in  fpite  of  thee, 
Thefe  two  long  lovers,  foul  and  body,  dread 
Their  final  feparation.     Let  me  think  : 
What  can  I  fay,  to  fave  myfelf  from  death  ? 
No  matter  what  becomes  ofCteofara. 

Ant.  Which  way?  Where?  [If 'is  I  h*. 

Vent.  This  leads  to  th'  monument.  \Witbin* 

Alex.  Ah  me  !  I  hear  him  :  yet  I'm  unprepar'd, 
My  gift  of  lying's  gone  ; 

And  this  court-devil,  which  I  fo  oft  have  rais'd, 
Forfakes  me  at  my  need.     I  dare  not  ilay  ; 
Yet  cannot  go  far  hence.  [Exit* 

Enter  Antony  aud  Ventidius. 

Ant.  O  happy  C&far  !  thou  haft  men  to  lead. . 
Think  not  'tis  thou  haft  conquer'd  Antony  ; 
But  Rome  has  conquer'd  JEgypt.    I'm  betray'd. 

'  Vent.  Curfe  on  this  treach'rous  train  ! 
'  Their  foil  and  Heaven  infedVem  all  with  bafencfs  : 
'  And  their  young  fouls  come  tained  to  the  world 

•  With  the  firft  breath  they  draw. 

'  Ar.t.  Th'  original  villain  fure  no  god  created  j 

*  He  was  a  baftard  of  the  Sun,   by  Nile  ; 

'  Ap'd  into  man,  with  all  his  mother's  mud 
'  Crufted  about  his  foul.' 

Vent.  The  nation  is 
One  univerfal  traitor  ;  and  their  queen 
The  very  fpirit  and  extract  of  'em  all. 

Ant.  Is  there  yet  left 
A  poflibility  of  aid  and  valour  ? 
Is  there  one  god  unf.vorn  to  my  deftru&ion  ? 
'  Theleaft  unmortag'd  hope  ?'    For,  if  there  be, 
Methinks  I  cannot  fall  beneath  the  fate 
Of  fuch  a  boy  as  Ceefar, 
'  The  world's  one  half  is  yet  in  Antony  ; 
1  And  from  each  limb  of  it  that's  hew'd  away, 
'  The  foul  comes  back  to  me.' 

Vtnt. 
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Vent.  There  yet  remain 
Three  legions  in  the  town.     The  laft  aflault 
Lopt  off  the  reft.     If  death  be  your  defign, 
As  I  muftwifh  it  now,  thefe  are  fufficient 
To  make  a  heap  about  us  of  dead  foes  ; 
An  honeft  pile  for  burial. 

Ant.   They're  enough. 

We'll  not  divide  our  ftars ;   but  fide  by  fide 
Fight  emulous,  and  with  malicious  eyes 
Survey  each  other's  adts:  '  So  every  death 
'  Thou  giv'ft,  I'll  take  on  me,  as  a  juft  debt, 
'  And  pay  thee  back  a  foul.' 

Vent.  Now  you  mail  fee  I  love  you.    '  Not  a  word 
'  Of  chiding  more.'   By  my  few  hours  of  life, 
I  am  fo  pleas'd  with  this  brave  Roman  fate, 
That  I  would  not  be  Cafar,  to  outlive  you. 
When  we  put  off  this  flefh,  and  mount  together, 
I  mail  be  mown  to  all  th'  etherial  crowd  ; 
Lo,  this  is  he  who  dy'd  with  Antony, 

Ant.  Who  knows  but  we  may  pierce  through  all  their 

troops, 

And  reach  my  veterans  yet  ?  'Tis  worth  the  tempting, 
'  T'  o'erleap  this  gulf  of  fate, 

*  And  leave  your  wand'ring  deftinies  behind.* 

Enter  Alexas,  trembling. 
Vent.  See,  fee,  that  villain  ! 
See  '  Cleopatra  flampt  upon  that  face, 
'  With  all  her  cunning,  all  her  arts  of  falfhood  ! 

*  How  me  looks  out  through  thofe  difiembling  eyes  1 
How  he  has  fet  his  count'nance  for  deceit ; 

And  promifes  a  lie,  before  he  fpeaks  1 

Let  me  difpatch  him  firft.  [Drawing. 

'  Alex.  O  fpare  me,  fpare  me.* 

Ant.  Hold  ;  he's  not  worth  your  killing.  On  thy  life, 
(Which  tho.u  may'ft  keep,  becaufe  I  fcorn  to  take  it) 
No  fyllable  to  juftify  thy  queen  ; 
Save  thy  bafe  tongue  its  office. 

Alex.   Sir,  flie's  gone, 
Where  me  mail  never  be  molefted  more 
By  love  or  you. 

Ant.  Fled  to  her  Dolabella  ! 
Die,  traitor,  I  revoke  my  promife,  die.  \Goingto  kill  him. 

AUx.  O  hold,  me  is  not  fled. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  She  is.     My  eyes 
Are  open  to  her  falfnood.     My  whole  life 
Has  been  a  golden  dream  of  love  and  friendship  : 
But,  now  I  wake,  I'm  like  a  merchant,  rous'd 
From  foft  repofe,  to  fee  his  veflel  finking, 
And  all  his  wealth  caft  o'er.     Ingrateful  woman  ! 
Who  follow'd  me,  but  as  the  fwallow  fummer, 
'  Hatching  her  young  ones  in  my  kindly  beams, 
'  Singing  her  fiatt'ries  to  my  morning  wake  ;' 
But,  now  my  winter  o«mes,  me  fpreads  her  wings, 
And  feeks  the  fpring  of  Ceefar. 

Alex.  Think  not  fo  : 

Her  fortunes  have,  in  all  things,  mixt  with  yours. 
Had  fhe  betray'd  her  naval  force  to  Rome, 
How  eafily  might  me  have  gone  to  C<ffar, 
Secure  by  fuch  a  bribe  ! 

I'ent.  She  fent  it  firft, 
To  be  more  welcome  after. 

Ant.    'Tis  too  plain  ; 
Elfe  wou'd  fhe  have  appear'd  to  clear  herfelf. 

Alex.  *  Too  fatally  me  has  ;'  me  could  not  bear 
To  be  accus'd  by  you;  but  fhut  herfelf 
Within  her  monument :  look'd  down  and  figh'd  j 
While,  from  her  unchang'd  face,  the  filent  tears 
Dropt,  as  they  had  not  leave,  but  ftole  their  parting. 
Some  undiftinguifh'd  words  fhe  inly  murmur'd  j 
At  laft  fhe  rais'd  her  eyes,  and  with  fuch  looks 
As  dying  Lucrece  call 

Ant.  My  heart  forebodes     -- • 

Fent.  '  All  for  the  bell.'    Go  on. 

Alex.  She  fnatch'd  her  poniard, 
And,  ere  we  could  prevent  the  fatal  blow, 
Plung'd  it  within  her  bread  :   then  turn'd  to  me  ; 
Go,  bear  my  lord,  faid  fhe,  my  laft  farewel, 
And  afk  him,  if  he  yet  fufpe£t  my  faith. 
More  fhe  was  faying,  but  death  i  ufh'd  betwixt. 
She  half  pronounc'd  your  name  with  her  laft  breath, 
And  bury'd  half  within  her. 

Vent.  Heav'nbeprais'd. 

Ant.  Then  art  thou  innocent,  my  poor  dear  love  ? 
And  art  thou  dead? 

Oh,  thofe  two  words !   their  found  mould  be  divided  : 
Hadfl  thou  been  falle,  and  dy'd  ;  or  hadft  thou  liv'd, 

And 
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And  hadft  been  true — But  innocence  and  ddath  T 
This  fhows  not  well  above,     Then  what  am  I  ? 
The  murderer  of  this  truth,    tiiis  innocence  ! 
Thoughts  cannot  form  themfelves  in  words  fo  horrid 
As  can  exprefs  my  guilt ! 

Vent.  Is't  come  to  this  ?  The  gods  have  been  too  gra- 
And  tlia.  you  thank  'em  for't.  [cious;. 

Ant.  [To  Alex.]  Why  ftay'ft  thou  here  ? 

*  Is  it  for  thee  to  fpy  upon  my  foul, 

'  And  fee  its  inward  mourning  ?  Get  thee  hence:' 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  behold  what  now 
Becomes  a  Roman  emperor  to  perform. 

•  Alex.  He  loves  her  Hill :  [JJfJr. 
His  grief  betrays  it.     Good  !    the  joy  to  find 

She's  yet  alive,   compleats  the  reconcilement; 
I've  fcv'd  myfelf,  and  her.     But,  O  the  RctnansJ 
Fate  ccmes  too  faft  upon  my  wit, 
Hunts  me  too  hard,  and  meets  me  at  each  double/ 

[Exit. 

Vent.  Wou'd  flie  had  dy'd  a  little  fooner  tho', 
Before  Qftavia  went.;  you  might  have  treated ; 
Now  'twill  look  tame,  and  wou'd  not  be  receiv'd. 
Come,  rcufc  yourfelf,  and  let's  die  warm  together. 
'  Ant.  I  \viil  not  fight :  there's  no  more  work  for  war* 

*  The  buflhefs  of  my  angry  hours  is  done. 

'-  Vent.  'Ctffar  is  at  your  gate, 
'  Ant.  Why,  let  him  enter  : 

*  He's  welcome  now. 

•  Vent.  What  lethargy  has  crept  into  your  foul  ? 

•  Ant.  'Tis  but  a  fcorn  of  life,  and  jull  defire, 
c  To  free  myfelf  from  bondage. 

'  Vcr.t.  Do  it  bravely. 

Ant.   '  I  will ;  but  not  by  fghting.'     O  VentiJitu\ 
What  fhould  I  fight  for  now  ?  My  queen  is  dead. 
J  was  but  great  for  her  ;  my  pow'r,  my  empire, 
Were  but  my merchandife  to  buy  her  love; 
And  conquer'd  king?,  my  factors.     Now  flic's  dead, 
Let  Ctffar  take  the  world 
*-  An  empty  circle,  fince  the  jewel's  gone 
'  Which  made  it  worth  my  Itrife  :  my  being's  naufeous  j 
'•  For  all  the  bribes  of  life  are  gone  away.' 

Vfxt.  Wou'd  you  be  Liken? 


ALL     FOR     L  O  V  E.  69 

Ant.  Yes,  I  wou'd  be  taken  : 

But,  as  a  Roman  ought,  dead,  my  Ventiditii; 
For  I'll  convey  my  foul  from  Gee  fur's  reach, 
And  lay  do\vn  life  myfelf.      'Tis  time  the  world 
Shou'd  have  a  lord,  and  know  whom  to  obey. 
We  too  have  kept  its  homage  in  fufpence, 
And  bent  the  globe  on  whofe  each  iide  we  trod, 
Till  it  was  dinted  inwards.     Let  him  walk 
Alone  upon't ;  I'm  weary  of  my  part. 
My  torch  is  out ;  and  the  world  itands  before  me 
Like  a  black  defart  at  th'  approach  of  night : 
I'll  lay  me  down,   and  ftray  no  farther  on. 
"Vent.   '  I  could  be  griev'd  $ 

'  But  that  I'll  not  out-live  you.'     Chufe  your  dsath  ; 

For,  I  have  feen  him  in  fuch  various  fliape=, 

I  care  not  which  I  take  :  I'm  only  troubled, 

The  life  I  bear  is  worn  to  fuch  a  rag, 

'Tis  fcarce  worth  giving.     I  could  wifti,  indeed, 

We  threw  it  from  us  wich  a  better  grace  ; 

That,  like  two  lions  taken  in  Lie  toils, 

We  might,  at  leaft,  thruit  out  our  paws  and  wound 

The  hunters  that  inclofe  us. 
'  Ant.'\  have  thought  on't.; 

*  Ventidiusi  you  muft  live. 

'  l'c;'t.   I  muft  not,  fir. 

'  slit.  Wilt  thou  not  live,   to  fpeak  fome  good  of  me? 

*  To  itand  by  my  f?.ir  fame,  and  guard  th'  approaches 

*  Frcm  the  ill  tongues  of  men  ? 

'  Vent.  Who  {hail  guard  mine 
'  For  living  after  you  ? 

'  Ai:t.   S:\y,  I  command  it. 

'  ft  fit.  If  we  die  well,  oar  deaths  will  fpeak  themfelves, 
'  And  need  no  living  witnefs.' 

Ant.   Thou  halt  lov'd  me, 
And  fain  I  would  reward  thee.     I  muft  die  ; 
Kill  me,  and  take  the  merit  of  my  tleaJi 
Tx>  make  thce  friends  with  C<rfar. 

.  Thank  your  kindnefs. 
You  faid  I  lov'd  you  :   and,  in  recompence, 
.You  bi'd  me  tuin  a  traitor  !  Did  I  think 
Yon  would  ha\  e  us'd  me  thus  !   that  I  fhould  die 
With  a  hard  thought  of  you  ! 
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Ant.  Forgive  me,   Roman. 
Since  I  have  heard  of  Cleopatra's  death, 
My  reafon  bears  no  rule  upon  my  tongue, 
But  lets  my  thoughts  break  all  at  random  out. 
I've  thought  better ;    do  not  deny  me  twice. 

Vent.  By  Heav'n  I  will  not, 
Let  it  not  be  t'  outlive  you. 

Ant.  Kill  me  firft, 

And  then  die  thou  j   for  'tis  but  juft  thou  ferve 
Thy  friend,  before  thyfelf. 

Vent.  Give  me  your  hand — 
We  foon  mail  meet  again.     Now,   farewel,'  emperor. 

[Embrace. 

Methinks  that  word's  too  cold  to  be  my  laft : 
Since  death  fweeps  all  deftinftions,  farewel,  friend. 

That's  all 

I  will  not  make  a  bufmefs  of  a  trifle 

And  yet  I  cannot  look  on  you  and  kill  you. 

Pray  turn  your  face. 

Ant.  I  do:   Strike  home  be  fure. 

Vent.  Home,  as  my  fword  will  reach.    [Kills  bimfelf. 

Ant.  O  thou  mifcak'ft  ! 

That  wound  was  none  of  thine  :  give  it  me  back. 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  my  death. 

Vent.  I  do  indeed  ; 

But,  think,  'tis  the  firft  time  I  e'er  deceiv'd  you  ; 
If  that  may  plead  my  pardon.     And  you,  gods, 
Forgive  me,  if  you  will ;  for  I  die  perjur'd, 
Rather  than  kill  my  friend.  [Dies, 

Ant.  Farewel !  ever  my  leader,  ev'n  in  death  ! 
My  queen  and  thou  have  got  the  ftart  of  me; 

And  I'm  the  lag  of  honour. Gone  fo  foon ! 

Is  death  no  more !   '  He  us'd  him  carelefly, 
With  a  familiar  kindnefs :  ere  he  knock'd, 
Ran  to  the  door,  and  took  him  in  his  arms, 
As  who  mould  fay,  you're  welcome  at  all  hours, 
A  friend  need  give  no  warning — Books  had  fpoil'd  him, 
.For  all  the  learn'd  are  cowards  by  profeffion.' 
Tis  not  worth 

My  further  thought;  for  death,    for  ought  I  know, 
Is  but  to  think  no  more.     Here's  to  be  fatisfy'd. 

[Falls  on  his  fiver d, 
I've  mifs'd  my  heart — O  unperforming  hand ! 

Thou 
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Thou  never  couldft  have  err'd  in  a  worfc  time. 
'  My  fortune  jades  me  to  the  lall ;  and  death, 
*  Like  a  great  m£n,  takes  ftate  and  makes  me  wait 

'  For  my  admittance' [Trampling  within. 

Some  perhaps  from  Cerfar  ! 
'  Jf  he  fiiould  find  me  living,    and  fufpeft 
'  That  I  play'd  booty  with  my  life  !'  I'll  mend 
iVly  work,   ere  they  can  reach  me.     [Ri/es  upon  bis  k»tes. 
Enter  Cleopatra.  Charmion,    and  Iras. 

Cleo.  Where  is  my  lord  ?  Where  is  he  ? 

'  Char.  There  he  lies, 
'  And  dead  Vcntidiut  by  him. 

Cleo.'  My  fears  were  prophets !  I  am  come   too  late! 
O  that  accurs'd  Alexas  !  [Runs  to  him. 

Ant.   Art  thou  living  ? 
Or  am  I  dead  before  I  knew,  and  thou 
The  frrft  kind  ghoft  that  meets  me  ? 

'  Cleo.  Help  me  feat  him  ! 
'  Send  quickly,  fend  for  help  !    [7'bcy  place  him  in  a  chair* 

'  Ant.  I  am  anfwer'd. 

'  We  live  both.      Sit  thee  down,  mv  Cleopatra', 
'  I'll  make  the  moil  I  can  of  life,  to  ilay 
'  A  moment  more  with  thee.' 

Cleo.   How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Ant.  'Tis  as  with  a  man 
Removing  in  a  hurry  ;  all  pack'd  up, 
But  one  dear  jewel  that  his  hafte  forgot; 
And  he,  for  that  returns  upon  the  fpur  : 
So  I  come  back  for  thee. 

Cleo.  Too  long,  ye  Heav'ns,  you  have  been  cruel  to 

0  now  be  kind,  and  give  me  back  [me! 
His  fleeting  life. 

Ant.  Jt  will  not  be,   my  love  ! 

1  keep  my  foul  by  force. 
Say  but  thou  art  not  falfe. 

Cleo.  'Tis  now  too  late 

To  fay  I'm  true:  I'll  prove  it,  and  die  with  youi 
Unknown  to  me,   Alexas  feign'd  my  death  ; 
Which,  when  I  knew,  I  halted  to  prevent 
This  fatal  confequence.     My  fleet  betray'd 
Both  you  and  me. 

Ant.   And  Do/alel/a 

C/fo.  Scarce  efteem'd  before  he  lov'd  :  but  hated  now'. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Enough  !   my  life's  not  long  enough  for  more. 
Thou  fay 'it  thou  wilt  come  after  ;  I  believe  thee  ; 
For  I  can  now  believe  whate'er  thou  fay'ft, 
That  we  may  part  more  kindly. 

Cleo.  \  wiH  come  ; 

Doubt  not,  my  life,  I'll  come,  and  quickly  tool 
C.-ffar  mall  triumph  o'er  no  part  of  thee. 

Ant.  But  grieve  not,  while  thou  llay' ft, 
My  laft  difaftrotis  times : 
Think  we  have  had  a  clear  and  glorious  day  ; 
And  Heav'n  did  kindly  to  delay  the  ftorm 
Juft  till  our  clofe  of  ev'ning.     Ten  years  love, 
And  not  a  moment  loft,  but  all  improv'd 
To  tli'  atrncft-joys !  What  ages  have  we  liv'd ! 
And  now  to  die  each  others !  and,   fo  dying, 
While  hand  in  hand  we  walk  in  groves  below, 
Whole  troops  of  lovers  ghofts.  fhall  flock  about  us, 
And  all  the  train  be  ours. 

Cleo.  Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  fwans, 
Too  fweet  to  laft.     Wir  >  there  fo  many  hours 
For  your  Onkindnefs,  and  not  one  for  love  ! 

Ant.  No,  not  a  minute — This  one  kifs — more  worth 
Taan  all  J  leave  to  CV/2zr.-— —  [Dies, 

Cko.  O  tell  me  fo  again  ! 

«  And  take  ten  thoufand  kifles  for  that  word' 

My  lord !  my  lord  !  Speak,  if  you  yet  have  being  ! 
Sigh  to  me  if  you  cannot  fpeak  !  or  caft 
One  look  ;   do  any  thing  that  mows  you  live. 

Iras.  He's  gone  too  far  to  hear  you, 

*  And  this  you  fee,  a  lump  of  fenfclefs  clay, 

*  The  leavings  of  a  foul.' 

Char.  Remember,  madam, 
He  charg'd  you  not  to  grieve. 

Cleo.   And  I'll  obey  him. 
I  have  not  lov'd  a  Reman,  not  to  know 
What  mould  become  his  wife — his  wife,  my  Chartnien! 
For  'tis  to  that  high  title  I  afpire  ; 
And  now  I'll  not  die  lefs.     «  Let  dull  Otfavia 
1  Survive  to  mourn  him  dead  :  my  noble  fate 
'  Shall  knit  our  fpoufals  with  .1  tie  too  ftrong 

*  For  Roman  laws  to  break.' 

Ires.  Will  you  ihen  die? 

(fa. 
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Cleo.  Why  fhouldft  them  make  that  queftion  ? 
Fly  both  and  bring  the  cure  of  all  our  ills. 

*  Iras.  Ctefar  is  merciful. 

*  Cleo.     Let  him  be  fo 

*  To  thofe  that  want  his  mercy  :  my  poor  lord 

'  Made  no  fuch  cov'nant  with  him,  to  fpare  me 

'  When  he  was  dead.     Yield  me  to  Csefar's  pride ! 

4  What,  to  be  led  in  triumph  thro'  the  itreets, 

'  A  fpeftacle  to  bafe  Plebean  eyes ; 

'  While  fome  dejected  friend  of  ^atony's, 

'  Clofe  in  a  corner,  makes  his  head,  and  mutters 

*  A  fecret  curfe  on  her  that  ruin'd  him- 
'  I'll  none  of  that- 

'  Char.  Whatever  you  refolve 
'  I'll  follow  ev'n  to  death. 

'  Iras.  I  only  fear'd 
'  For  you  ;  but  more  mould  fear  to  live  without  you. 

'  Cleo.  Why  now  'tis  as  it  mould  be.  Quick,  my  friends, 
'  Difpatch  ;  ere  this,  the  town's  in  Ca-far's  hands : 
'  My  lord  looks  down  concern'd  and  fears  my  ftay, 
'  Left  I  ftiould  be  furpriz'd  ; 
'  Keep  him  not  waiting  for  his  love  too  long. 
'  You,  Ckarmion,  bring  my  crown  and  richeft  jewels, 

*  With  'em  the  wreath  of  viftory  I  made     - 

'  (Vain  augury  !)  for  him  who  lies  now  dead ; 
'You,  Iras,  bring  the  cure  of  all  our  ills.' 

Iras.  The  afpicks,    madam  ? 

Cleo.  Mufti  bid  you  twice?         [Ex.  Char,  and  Iras. 
'Tis  fweet  to  die,  when  they  would  force  life  on  me, 
To  rum  into  the  dark  abode  of  death, 
"  And meet  my  leve." 

*  And  feize  him  firft  !  if  he  be  like  my  love, 
«  He  is  not  frightful  fure  ! 

f  We're  now  alone,  in  fecrecy  and  filence  ; 

'  And  is  not  this  like  lovers?    I  may  kifs 

'  Thefe  pale,  cold  lips— Oaavia  does  not  fee  me  j 

'  And,  Oh  !  'tis  better  far  to  have  him  thus, 

'  Than  fee  him  in  her  arms !' O  welcome,   welcome. 

Enter  Charmion  and  Iras,   with  the  afpicks,  &c. 

*  Char.  What  muft  be  done  ? 

*  Cleo.  Short  ceremony,  friends  ; 

*  But  yet  it  muft  be  decent.     Firft,  this  laurel 

'  Shall  crown  my  hero's  head:  he  fell  not  bafely, 

D  'Nor 
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'  Nor  left  his  Jhield  behind  him.     Only  thou 
4  Couldft  triumph  o'er  thyfelf ;  and  thou  alone 
'  Wert  worthy  to  triumph. 

'  Char.  To  what  end 
'  Thefe  enfigns  of  your  pomp  and  royalty  ? 

*  Cleo.  Dull,  that  thou  art!  why,  'tis  to  meet  my  love; 
'  As  when  I  faw  him  firft  on  Cydno's  bank, 

'  All  fparkling  like  a  goddefs;  fo  adorn'd, 

'  I'll  find  him  once  again :  my  fecond  fpoufals 

'  Shall  match  my  firft,  in  glory.     Hafte,  hafte,  both, 

'  And  drefs  the  bride  of  Antony  ! 

'  Char,  'Tis  done. 

'  C/eo.  Now  fetme  by  my  lord.     I  claim  this  place; 
'  For  I  muft  conquer  Ceefar  too,  like  him, 
'  And  win  my  mare  o'th'world.     Hail,  you  dear  relicks 
'  Of  my  immortal  love  ! 

'  Oh !  let  no  impious  hand  remove  you  hence ; 
'  But  reft  forever  here :  let  Egypt  give 

•  His  death  that  peace,  which  it  deny'd  his  life. 

•  Reach  me  the  caflcet. 

*  Iras.  Underneath  the  fruit  the  afpick  lies.' 
C/eo.  Welcome,  thou  kind  deceiver ! 


[P tift ing  ajtde  the  leaves. 
/ith  an 


Thou  beft  of  thieves  ;  who,    with  an  eaiy  key, 
Doft  open  life,  and,  unperceiv'd  by  us, 
Ev'n  fteals  us  from  ourfelves  :  '  difcharging  fo 
'  Death's  dreadful  office,  better  than  himfelf, 
'  Touching  our  limbs  fo  gently  into  (lumber, 
'  That  death  fta'nds  by,   deceiv'd  by  his  own  image, 
'  And  thinks  himfelf  but  fleep.' 

Ser.  The  queen,  where  is  Ihe  ?  \Witbin. 

The  town  is  yielded,  C^r's  at  the  gates.  % 

Cleo.  He  comes  too  late  t'invade  the  rights  of  death. 
Hafte,  hafte,  my  friend,  and  roufe  the  ferpent's  fury. 

\Holds  out  her  arm,  and  draws  it  back. 

Coward  flefh 

Would'ft  thouconfpire  with  Co-far,  to  betray  me, 
As  thou  wert  none  of  mine?  I'll  force  thee  to't, 
And  not  be  fent  by  him, 
But  bring  myfelf,  my  foul  to  Antony. 

[Turns  afede,  and  then  Jhaves  her  arm  bloody . 
Take  hence :  the  work  is  done. 

Str. 
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Srr,  Break  ope  the  door,  [Within 

And  guard  the  traitor  well. 

'  Char.  The  next  is  ours. 

'  L' as.  Now  Chartnion,   to  be  worthy 
'  Of  our  great  queen  and  miftrefs.'  [They  apply  the  a/picks. 

Cleo-  Already,  death,  I  feel  thee  in  my  veins  ; 
I  go  with  fuch  a  will  to  find  my  lord, 
That  we  fhall  quickly  meet. 
A  heavy  numbnefs  creeps  thro'  every  limb, 
And  now  'tis  at  my  head  :  my  eye-lids,  fall, 
And  my  dear  love  is  vanifhed  in  a  mift  ! 
'  Where  (hall  I  find  him,  where  ?  O  turn  me  to  him  ! 

'  And  lay  me  on  his  breaft' Cafor,  thy  worft  ; 

Now  part  us,  if  thou  canft.  [Dies, 

[irasfaks  down  at  her  feet  and  dits;  Charmiony?<z««'>  be- 
hind her  chair,  as  dr effing  her  head. 
Enter  Serapion,  two  Priefts.  Alexas  bound,  dWEgyptians. 

2  Prifjt.  Behold,    Serapion,    what  havock  death   has 

Ser.  'Twas  what  I  fear'd.  [made  ! 

'  Charmion,   is  this  well  done  ? 

'  Char.  Yes,  'tis  well  done,  and  like  a  queen,  the  laft 
*  Of  her  great  race  :  1  follow  her.     [Sinks  down  and  dies. 

'  Alex.  'Tis  true, 

'  She  has  done  well :  much  better  thus  to -die, 
'  Than  live  to  make  a  holy-day  in  Rome.' 

Ser.  See  how  the  lovers  lie  in  ftate  together, 
As  they  were  giving  laws  to  half  mankind. 
Th'  impreffion  of  a  fmile  left  in  her  face, 
Shows  me  dy'd  pleas'd  with  him  for  whom  me  liv'd, 
And  went  to  charm  him  in  another  world. 
Ceefar's,  juft  entering;  grief  has  now  no  leifure. 
Secure  that  villain,  as  our  pledge  of  fafety, 
To  grace  th'  imperial  triumph.     Sleep,  bleft  pair, 
Secure  from  human  chance,  long  ages  out, 
While  all  the  Itorms  of  fate  fly  o'er  your  tomb  ; 

And  Fame  to  late  pofterity  mall  tell, 

No  lovers  liv'd  fo  great,  or  dy'd  fo  well.         [Exeunt. 
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T)  O  E7"S,  like  dif put  ants,  when  reafons  fail, 
Have  onefure  refuge  left ;  and  that's  to  rail. 
Fop,  coxcomb,  fool,  are  thunder' d  thro' the  pit : 
And  this  is  all  their  equipage  of  wit. 
We  wonder  how  the  devil  this  difference  grows  t 
JBetwixt  our  fools  in  verfe,  and  yours  in  profe  : 
For,   'faith,  the  quarrel  rightly  under/food, 
'Tis  civil  war  with  their  own  flejb  and  blood. 
'I he  thread-bare  author  hates  the  gave dy  coat ; 
And fwears  at  the  gilt  coach,  but/wears  afoot : 
For  '(is  obferv'd  of  every  fcribbling  man, 
He  grows  a  fop  as  fafl  as  e'er  he  can  ; 
Prunes  up,    and  ajks  the  oracle  his  glafs, 
If  pink  or  purple  bejl  becomes  his  face. 
For  our  poor  wretch,  be  neither  rails  nor  prays ; 
Nor  likes  your  wit,  juft  as  you  like  his  plays, 
He  ha;  not  yet  fo  much  of  Mr.  Bayes. 
He  does  his  bej},   and  if  he  cannot  pleafe, 
Would  quietly  fue  out  his  writ  of  eafe. 
Yet,  if  he  might  his  own  grand  jury  call, 
By  the  fair  fex  he  begs  to  Jl  and  or  fall. 
Let  Czfar'j/oou'r  the  men's  ambition  move, 
But  grace  you  him  who  loft  the  world  for  love. 
Yet  if  fame  antiquated  lady  fay , 
The  laft  age  is  not  copy' ' d  in  his  play"; 
Heav'n  help  the  man  who  for  that  fa, e  muft  drudge, 
Which  only  has  the  wrinkles  of  a  judge. 
Let  not  the  young  and  beauteous  join  with  thofe ; 
Forjbouldyou  raifefuch  numerous  bcjls  of  foes, 
Young  wits  and- f parts  be  too  his  aid  mujt  call, 
'Tis  more  than  one  man's  work  to  pleafeyou  all* 
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This  play  is  partly  a  translation,  and  partly  an  iml* 
tation  ofthe  celebrated  MAHOMET  of  Voltairet  the 
firft  four  afts  compofed  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Miller,  and 
the  laft  by  the  late  Dr.  Hoadley,  a  gentleman  emi- 
nent for  his  dramatic  talents.  It  pafied  thro'  two 
editions,  during  the  run  of  its  being  adled  in  the 
years  1743  and  1744,  and  has  fin ce  received 
alterations  by  DavM  Garrick,  E/q. 


DEDICATION  to  the  FIRST  EDITION. 
To  the  Right  Honourable 

EDWARD  SOUTHWELL,  ESQc 

S    I    R, 

IT  was  the  defign  of  my  deceafed  hufband  to  have 
prefented  this  piece  to  You  ;  as  it  was  always  my 
duty  and  inclination  to  obey  his  commands  whilit 
living,  fo  I  ftill  find  a  fecret  fatisfaftion  (though  af- 
ter his  death)  in  performing  what  he  intended. 

That  he  might  not  put  a  trifle  into  your  hands,  he 
waited  for  the  opinion  .of  the  town  ;  and  now  that 
has  been  favourable,  it  has  fallen  to  my  difconfolate 
office  to  make  the  melancholy  offering. 

In  my  unfortunate  circumflances,  it  cannot  be  ex- 
pefted  (though  I  were  capable)  that  I  mould  fpeak 
either  to  the  merits  of  the  piece  or  of  the  patron ; 
the  former  may  poffibly  want  a  recommendation  to 
the  world,  but  I  have  often  heard  my  hufband  fay  the 
latter  did  not. 

What  I  have  more  to  add  is,  that  you  would  be 
pleafed  to  receive  this  as  the  laft  teftimony  of  his 
eileera  and  gratitude,  from  the  hands  of  his 

Difconfolate  wife, 

DOROTHY  MILLER. 

PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

CT*0  point  what  lengths  credulity  has  run, 

-*•    What  ccunjels  fiaken,  and  what  fates  undone ; 

What  helli/hjury  wings  tb'  enthufiaJTs  rage, 

And  makes  the  troubled  earth  one  tragic  fiage  ; 

W/jat  blfffphemies  Impoflure  dares  advance, 

And  builds  what  terrors  on  weak  ignorance  ; 

Ho*w fraud  alone  rage  to  religion  binds, 

And  makes  a  Pandamonium  of  our  minds  ; 

Our  Gallic  Bard,  fir'd  --with  theje  glorious  «wV-w.r, 

Firft  to  his  Crufade  led  the  tragic  mufe ; 

Htrpoiuer  through  France  his  charming  numbers  boret 

But  France  was  deaf— for  all  her  priejls  ix ere  fore. 
On  Englijh  ground  Jhe  makes  a  firmer  ftand, 

And  hijpes  to  fuffer  by  no  ho/lile  hand. 

No  clergy  here  ufurp  the  free-  born  mind, 

Ordain  d  to  teach,  and  not  ttijlave  mankind: 

Religion  here  bids  perfecution  (eafe, 

Without,  all  order,  and  'within,  all  peace  ; 

Truth  guards  htr  happy  pale  *with  ivatchjul  care, 

And  frauds,  though  pious ,  find  no  entrance  there. 
Religion,  tobefacred,  mufl  befre-e; 

Men  ivillfufpefl — where  bigots  keep  the  key, 

ILoded  and  t rain  d  like  hawks,  ///  entbufif>Jlsfy, 

And  the  priejt's  viclims  in  their  pounces  die. 

Like  *vbdt>s  Lorn  blind,  by  mother  church  they're  bred, 

Nor  tuake  to  fight,  or  know  themf slaves  mijled : 

Murder's  the  game — and  to  the  fport  unprejl, 

Proud  of  the  fin,  and  in  the  duty  blejl, 

The  layman's  but  the  bloodhcund  of  the  priefl.  J 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  dar'ft fucb  themes  advance, 

To  priejl-rid  Spain  rep  air,  or  Jla<vijl)  France. 

for  Juda's  hire  there  do  the  devil's  tajhy 

And  trick  up  Jlavery  in  religion's  majk. 

England  Jlill  free,  no  furer  means  requires 

To  fink  their  fottijh  fouls,  and  damp  their  martial  fres. 

Brit om ,  thefe  numbers  to  yourfel'ves you  o*we  ~, 
Volt  air  e  hath  Jlrength  tofioot  in  Skakefpeare't  bow  : 
Fame  led  him  at  his  Hippocrene  to  drink, 
And  taught  to  write  with  Nature,  at  to  think : 
With  Englijh  freedom,  Englijh  ivit  be  kneiv, 
And  from  the  inexhaujhd  Jlream  profufely  dre  TV. 
Cherijb  the  noble  bard  yourfelves  have  made. 
Nor  let  the  frauds  of  France  Jleal  all  our  trade. 
No-iv  of  each  prize  the  winner  has  the  ivearingj 
E'en  fend  our  EngliJbJJage  a  privateering  : 
With  your  commifficn  ive'll  our  fails  unfold, 
And  from  their  hads  ofdrofs,  import  fomt  gold1. 
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SCENE,    an  apartment  in  the  temple  of  Mecca. 

Enter  Alcanor  and  Pharon. 
Me.  T>HARON,  no  more— Shall  I 

Jf     Fall  proftrate  to  an  arrogant  importer, 
Homage  in  Mecca  one  I  banifti'd  thence, 
And  incenfe  the  delufions  of  a  rebel ! 
No— blaft  Alcanor,  righteous  Heav'n  !  if  e'er 
This  hand,  yet  free  and  uncontaminate, 
Shall  league  with  fraud,  or  adulate  a  tyrant. 

Pba.  Auguft  and  facred  chief  of  Ifhmael's  fenate, 
This  zeal  of  thine,  paternal  as  it  is, 
Is  fatal  now — our  impotent  refiftance 
Controlls  not  Mahomet's  unbounded  progrefs ; 
But,  without  weak'ning,  irritates  the  tyrant. 
When  once  a  citizen,  you  well  condemn'd  him 
As  an  obfcure,  feditious  innovator  : 
But  now  he  is  a  conqu'ror,  prince,  and  pontiff; 
Whilft  nations  numberlefs  embrace  his  laws, 
And  pay  him  adoration— Ev'n  in  Mecca 
He  boafts  his  profelytes. 

Ale.  Such  profelytes 

Are  worthy  of  him — low,  untutor'd  reptiles, 
In  whom  fenfe  only  lives — moft  credulous  ftill 
Of  what  is  moft  incredible  ! 

Pba.  Be  fuch 

Difdain'd,  my  lord  !  But  mayn't  the  peft  fpread  up- 
wards, 

A  4  And 
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And  feize  the  head  —  Say,  is  the  fenate  found  ? 

I  fear  fome  members  of  that  rev'rend  clafs 

Are  mark'd  with  the  contagion,  who,  from  views 

Of  higher  power  and  rank, 

Worfhip  this  rifsng  fun,  and  give  a  fanftion 

To  his  invafions. 

Ale.  If,  ye  Powers  divine  ! 
Ye  mark  the  movements  of  this  nether  world, 
And  bring  them  to  account,  cruih,  crufh  thofe  vipers, 
Who,  fingled  out  by  a  community 
To  guard  their  rights,  lhall,  for  a  grafp  of  ore, 
Or  paltry  office,  fell  'em  to  the  foe  1 

Pha,  Each  honeft  citizen,  I  grant,  is  thine, 
And,  grateful  for  thy  boundlefs  bleflings  on  them, 
Would  ferve  thee  with  their  lives  ;  but  the  approach. 
Of  this  ufurper  to  their  very  walls 
Strikes  'em  with  fuch  a  dread,  that  even  thefe 
Implore  thee  to  accept  his  proffer'd  peace. 

Ale.  Oh,  people  loll  to  wifdom,  as  to  glory  ! 
Go,  bring  in  pomp,  and  ferve  upon  your  knees 
This  idol,  that  will  crulh  you  with  its  weight. 
Mark,  I  abjure  him  :  by  his  favage  hand, 
My  wife  and  children  perim'd,  whilft  in  vengeance 
I  carry'd  carnage  to  his  very  tent, 
Transfix'd  to  earth  his  only  fon,  and  wore 
His  trappings  as  a  trophy  of  my  conqueft. 
This  torch  of  enmity  thus  lighted  'twixt  us, 
The  hand  of  Time  itfelf  can  ne'er  extinguifh. 

Pha.  Extinguifli  not,  but  fmother  for  a  while 
Its  fatal  flame,  and  greatly  facrifice 
Thy  private  fuff'rings  to  the  public  welfare. 
Oh,  fay,   Alcanor,  wert  thou  to  behold 
(As  foon  thou  may'ft)  this  fam'd  metropolis 


With  foes  begirt,  behold  its  pining  tenants 

Prey  on  each  other  for  the  means  of  life, 

Whilft  lakes  of  blood,  and  mountains  of  the  flran, 

Putrify  the  air, 

And  fweep  offthoufands  with  their  pois'nous  fleams, 

Would  thy  flain  children  be  aveng'd  by  this  ? 

Ale.  No,  Pharon,  no;  I  live  not  for  myfelf. 
My  wife  and  children  loft,  my  country's  now 
My  family. 

Pba* 
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Pha.  Then  let  not  that  be  loft. 

Ah.  'Tis  loft  by  cowardice. 

Pha.  By  rafhnefs,  often. 

Ale.  Pharon,  defift. 

Pba.  My  noble  lord,  I  cannot, 
Muft  not  defift,  will  not,   fmce  you're  poffefs'd 
Of  means  to  bring  thisinfolent  invader 
To  any  terms  you'll  claim. 

Ale .  What  means  ? 

Pha.  Palmira, 

That  blooming  fair,  the  flow'r  of  all  his  camp, 
By  thee  borne  off  in  our  laft  fldrmim  with  him, 
Seems  the  divine  ambafladrefs  of  peace, 
Sent  to  procure  our  fafety.     Mahomet 
Has,  by  his  heralds,  thrice  propos'd  herranfom, 
And  bade  us  fix  the  price. 

Ale.  I  know  it,  Pharon. 

And  wouldft  riiou  then  reftore  this  noble  treafure 
To  that  Barbarian  ?  '  Wouldft  thou,  for  the  frauds, 
4  The  deaths,  the  devaftations  he  brings  on  us, 
*  Enrich  his  ruffian  hands  with  fuch  a  gem,' 
And  render  beauty  the  reward  of  rapine  ?>— 
Nay,  fmile  not,  fiiend,  nor  think  that  at  thefe  years, 
Well  travell'd  in  the  winter  of  my  days, 
I  entertain  a  thought  tow'rds  this  young  Beauty, 
But  what's  as  pure  as  is  the  weftern  gale, 
That  breathes  upon  the  u  n  crop  ted  violet— ——— 

Pha.  My  lord 

Ale .  This  heart,  by  age  and  grief  congeal'd, 
Is  no  more  fenfible  to  love's  endearments, 
Than  are  our  barren  rocks  to  morn's  fweet  dew, 
That  balmy  trickles  down  their  rugged  cheeks. 

Pha.  My  noble  chief,  each  mafter-piece  of  nature 
Commands  involuntary  homage  from  us. 

Ale.  I  own  a  tendernefs,  unfelt  before, 
A  fympathetic  grief,  with  ardent  wifhes 
To  make  her  happy,  fill'd  my  widovv'd  bofom. 
I  dread  her  being  in  that  monfter's  power, 
And  burn  to  have  her  hate  him,  like  myfelf. 
'Twas  on  this  hour  I,  at  her  modeft  fuit, 
Promis'd  her  audience  in  my  own  pavilion. 
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Pharon,  go  thou,  mean  while,  and  fee  the  fenatc 
Aff&mbled  ftrait — I'll  found  'em  as  I  ought. 

[Exeunt  federally. 

SCENE    changes  te  a  room  offtate. 

Enter  Palmira. 

Pal.  What  means  this  boding  terror  that  ufurps* 
In  fpite  o'  me,   dominion  o'er  my  heart, 

•  Converting  the  fweet  flow'r  of  new-blown  hop» 

•  To  deadly  night-fhade  ;  pois'ning  to  my  foul 

•  The  fountain  of  its  blifs' Oh,  holy  prophet  \ 

Shall  I  ne'er  more  attend  thy  facred  leflbns  ? 

Oh,  Zaphna  !  much-lov'd  youth  !  I  feel  for  thet 

As  formyfelf. But  hold,  my  final  audit 

Is  now  at  hand 1  tremble  for  th'  event ! 

Here  comes  my  judge Now  liberty  or  bondage  I 

Enter  Alcanor. 

Ale .  Palmira,  whence  thofe  tears  ?  Truft  me,  fair 

maid, 

Thou  art  not  fall'n  into  Barbarians  hands  ; 
What  Mecca  can  afford  of  pomp  or  pleafur*, 
To  call  attention  from  misfortune's  lap, 
Demand  and  lhare  it. 

Pal.  No,  my  generous  viftor, 
My  fuit's  for  nothing  Mecca  can  afford  ; 
jfris'ner  thefe  two  long  months  beneath  your  roof, 
I've  tafted  fuch  benignity  and  candour, 
Whilft  your  own  hands  fo  labour'd  to  beguile 
The  anxious  moments  of  captivity, 
That  oft  I've  call'd  my  tears  ingratitude. 

Ale.  If  ought  remains  that's  in  my  power,  to  fmootk 
The  rigour  of  your  fate,  and  crown  your  vvifhes, 
Why,  'twould  fill 

The  furrows  in  my  cheeks,  and  make  old  age 
Put  on  its  fummer's  garb. 

Pal.  Thus  low  I  blefs  thee. 
It  is  on  you,  on  you  alon«,  Alcanor, 
My  whole  of  future  happinefs  depends. 
Have  pity,  then : 

Pity,  Alcanor,  one  who's  torn  from  all 
Tffat's  dear  or  venerable  to  her  foul  j 

Reftort 
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Reftore  me  then,  reftore  me  to  my  country, 
Reftore  me  to  my  father,  prince,  and  prophet. 

Ale.  Js  flav'ry  dear  then  ?  is  fraud  venerable  ? 
What  country  ?  a  tumultuous  wand'ring  camp  I 

Pal.  My  country,  fir,  is  not  a  fingle  fpot 
Of  fuch  a  mold,  or  fix'd  to  fuch  a  clime  1 
No,  'tis  the  focial  circle  of  my  friends, 
The  lov'd  community  in  which  I'm  link'd, 
And  in  whofe  welfare  all  my  wiflies  center. 

Ak.  Excellent  maid!  Then  Mecca  be  thy  conntrf, 
Robb'dofmy  children,  would  Palmira  deign 
To  let  me  call  her  child,  the  toil  I  took 
To  make  her  deftiny  propitious  to  her, 
Would  lighten  the  rough  burthen  of  my  own. 
But  no  ;  you  fcorn  my  country  and  my  laws. 

Pal.  Can  I  be  yours  when  not  my  own  ?    Your 

bounties 

Claim  and  fhare  my  gratitude. — But  Mahomet 
Claims  right  o'er  me  of  parent,  prince,  and  prophet. 

Ale.  Of  parent,  prince,  and  prophet !  Heavens  ! 

that  robber, 

Who,  a  fcap'd  felon,  emulates  a  throne, 
And,  fcoffer  at  all  faiths,  proclaims  a  new  one  ! 

Pal.  Oh  ccafe,  my  lord  ;  this  blafphemous  abufe 
On  one,  whom  millions  with  myfelf  adore, 
Does  violence  to  my  ear ;  fuch  black  profanenefs 
'Gainft  Heav'n's  interpreter,  blots  out  remembrance 
Of  favours  paft,  and  nought  fucceeds  but  horror. 

Ale.  Oh,  SuperiUtion  !   thy  pernicious  rigours, 
Inflexible  to  reafon,    truth,  and  nature, 
Banilh  humanity   from  gentleft  breafts. 
Palmira,  I  lament  to  fee  thce  plung'd 
So  deep  in  en  or 

Pal.  Do  you  then  reject 
My  juft  petition  ?  Can  Alcanor's  goodneft 
Be  deaf  to  fuff'ring  virtue  ? 
Name  but  the  ranfom, 
And  Mahomet  will  tfeble  what  yon  aflc. 

Ale.  There  is  no  ranfom  Mahomet  can  ofFer 
Proportion'd  to  the  prize.  Truft  me,  Palmira, 
I  cannot  yield  thee  up  :  what !  to  a  tyrant, 
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Who  wrongs  thy  youth,  and  mocks  thy  tender  heart 

With  vile  illufions,  and  fanatic  terrors !  •• 

Enter    Pharon. 
What  would  ft  thou,  Pharon  i 

Pha.  From  yon  weftern  gate, 
Which  opens  on  Moradia's  fertile  plains, 
Mahomet's  gen'ral,  Mirvan,  haftes  to  greet  thee. 

Ale .  Mirvan,  that  vile  apoftate  ! 

Pha.  In  one  hand 

He  holds  a  fcimitar,  the  other  bears 
An  olive-branch,  which  to  our  chiefs  he  waves, 
An  emblem  of  his  fuit — a  martial  youth, 
Zaphna  by  name,  attends  him  for  our  hoftage. 

Pal.  [Apart.}  Zaphna  !  Myfterions  heav'n  ! 

Pba.  Mirvan  advances 
This  way,  my  lord,  to  render  you  his  charge. 

Ale .  '  Mirvan  advance  !  How  dare  the  traitor  fee 

me  ?' 
Palmira,  thou  retire — Pharon,  be  prefent. 

[Exit  Palmira. 
Enter  Mirvan. 

After  fix  years  of  infamous  rebellion 
Againft  thy  native  country,  doft  thou,  Mirvan, 
Again  prophane,  with  thy  detefted  prefence, 
Thefe  facred  walls,  which  once  thy  hands  defended, 
But  thy  bad  heart  has  vilely  fince  betray 'd? 
Thou  poor  deferter  of  thy  country's  gods, 
Thou  bafe  invader  of  thy  country's  rights, 
What  wouldil  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mir.  I'll  pardon  thee— — — — — 
Out  of  compaffion  to  thy  age  and  fuff  'rings, 
And  high  regard  for  thy  experienc'd  valour, 
Heav'n's  great  apoftle  offers  thee  in  friendfhip 
A  hand  could  crufti  thee  ;  and  I  come  comnuffion'd 
To  name  the  terms  of  peace  he  deigns  to  tender. 

Ale.  He  deigns  to  tender  !  Infolent  importer  ! 
Doft  thou  not,  Mirvan,  blufh 
To  ferve  this  wretch — this  bafe  of  foul,  as  birth  ? 

Mir.  Mahomet's  grandeur's  in  himfelf,  he  mines 

not 
With  borrow'd  luflre. 

Plung'd 


MAHOMET.  13 

Plung'd  in  the  night  of  Prejudice,  and  bound 

In  fetters  of  hereditary  faith, 

My  judgment  flept  j  but  when  I  found  him  born 

To  mould  anew  the  proflrate  univerfe, 

I  flarted  from  my  dream,  join'd  his  career, 

And  fhar'd  his  arduous  and  immortal  labours. 

Once,  I  muft  own,  I  was  as  blind  as  thou  ; 

Then  wake  to  glory,  and  be  chang'd  like  me. 

Ale.  What  death  to  honour,  wak'ning  to  fuch  glory ! 

Pba.  Oh,  what  a  fall  from  virtue  was  that  change! 

Mir. Come,  embrace  our  faith,  reign  with  Mahomet, 
And,  cloath'd  in  terrors,  make  the  vulgar  tremble. 

Ah.  'Tis  Mahomet,  and  tyrants  like  to  Mahomet, 
'Tis  Mirvan,  and  apoftates  like  to  Mirvan 

I  only  would  make  tremble. Is  it,  fay'ft  thou, 

Religion,  that's  the  parent  of  this  rapine, 
This  virulence  and  rage  f — No,  true  Religion 
Is  always  mild,  propitious,  and  humane  ; 
Plays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  faith  in  blood, 
Nor  bears  deftru&ion  on  her  chariot-wheels, 
But  ftoops  to  polifh,  fuccour,  and  redrefs, 
And  builds  her  grandeur  on  the  public  good. 

Mir.  Thou  art  turn'd  Chriftian,  fur*  !  fome  ftrag- 

gling  monk 
Has  taught  thee  thefe  tame  leflbns      •  • 

Ale.  If  the  Chriftians 
Hold  principles  like  thefe,  which  reafon  dictates, 

•  Which  all  our  notions  of  the  pow'rs  divine 

*  Declare  the  focial  laws  they  meant  for  man, 
'  And  all  the  beauties  and  delights  of  nature 

'  Bear  witnefs  to,'  the  Chriftians  may  be  right : 
Thy  feft  cannot,  who,  nurs'd  in  blood  and  flaughter, 
Worfhip  a  cruel  and  revengeful  Being,    ' 
And  draw  him  always  with  his  thunder  round  him, 
As  ripe  for  the  deilru&ion  of  mankind. 

Mir.  If  clemency  delights  thee,  learn  it  here. 
Though  banifh'd  by  thy  voice  his  native  city, 
Though  by  thy  hand  robb'd  of  his  only  fon, 
Mahomet  pardons  thee  ;  nay  farther,  begs 
The  hatred  burning  'twixt  you  be  extinguifh'd 
With  Reconciliation's  generous  tear. 
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Ale.  I  know  thy  matter's  arts ;  his  gen'rous  tear* 
Like  the  refreshing  drops  that  previous  fall 
To  the  wild  outrage  of  o'erwhelming  earthquakes, 
Only  forerun  deftru&ion  ; 
Courage  he  has,  not  bravery^ 
For  blood  and  havock  are  the  fure  attendant* 
On  his  victorious  car. 

Pba.  Leagues  he  will  make  too 

Ale.  Like  other  grafping  tyrants,  till  he  eye!* 
A  lucky  juncture  to  enlarge  his  bounds; 
Then  he'll  deride  'em,  leap  o'er  ev'ry  tie 
Of  facred  guarantee,  or  fworn  protection-, 
And,  when  th'opprefs'd  ally  implores  afliftance, 
Beneath  that  mafk,  invade  the  wifo'd-for  realms, 
And  from  pure  friendship  take  them  to  himfelf. 

Mir.  Mahomet  fights  Heaven's  battles,  bends  the 

bow 

To  fpread  Heaven's  laws,  and  to  fubjeft  to  faith 
The  iron  neck  of  Error. 

Ale.  Luft  and  Ambition,  Mirvan,  are  the  fprwigj 
Of  all  his  actions,  whilft,  without  one  virtue, 
Diffimulation,  like  a  flatt'ring  painter, 
Bedecks  him  with  the  colouring  of  them  all. 

This  is  thy  mailer's  portrait But  no  more     • 

My  foul's  inexorable,  and  my  hate 
Immortal  as  the  caufe  from  whence  it  fprang. 

Mir.  What  caufe 

Ale.  The  difference  between  good  and  evil. 

Mir.  Thou  talk'ft  to  me,  Alcanor,   with  an  air 
Of  a  ftern  judge,  that  from  his  dread  tribunal 
Intimidates  the  criminal  beneath  him. 
Refume  thy  temper,  aft  the  minifter, 
And  treat  with  me  as  with  th'  ambaffador 
Of  Heaven's  apoftle,  and  Arab.'a's  king. 

Ale.  Arabia's  king  \    What  king  \    Who  crown'd 
him  ? 

Mir.  Conqueft 

Whilft  to  the  ftile  of  conqueror,   and  of  monarch, 

Patron  of  peace  he'd  add Name  then  the  price 

Of  peace  and"  of  Palmira Bcundleft  treafures, 

The  fpoils  of  vanquiih'd  roonarchs,  and  the  ftores 
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Of  rifled  provinces  are  thrown  before  thee. 

Our  troops,  with  matchlefs  ardor,  haften  hither, 

To  lay  in  ruin  this  rebellious  city; 

Stem  then  the  rufhing  torrent :  Mahomet 

Jn  perfon  comes  to  claim  a  conference  with  thec 

For  this  good  purpofe. 

Ale.  Who!  Mahomet! 

Mir.  Yes,  he  conjures  thou'lt  grant  it. 

Ale.  Traitor,  were  I  fole  ruler  here  in  Mecca, 
I'd  anfwer  thee  with  chaflifement 

Mir.   Hot  man  ! 

I  pity  thy  falfe  virtue — But  farewel  • 
And  iince  the  fenate  mares  thy  power  in  Mecca, 
To  their  ferener  wifdom%I'll  appeal.      [Exit  Mirvan. 

Ale.  I'll  meet  thee  there,  and  fee  whofe  voice  ia 

viftor. 

Come,  Pharon,  aid  me  to  repulfe  this  traitor; 
To  bear  him,  with  impunity,  amongft  us, 
Is  treafon  "gainft  ourfelves — Ye  facred  Pow'rs, 
My  country's  gods,  that  for  three  thoufand  years 
Have  reign'd  protestors  of  the  tribe  of  Immael  t 
Oh,  fupport  my  fpiiit 
In  that  firm  purpofe  it  has  always  held, 
To  combat  violence,  fraud,  and  ufurpatiori, 
To  pluck  the  fpoil  from  the  oppreflbr's  jaws, 
And  keep  my  country,  as  I  found  it,  free. 

[Exeunt* 


ACT    II,    SCENE  Palmira's  Apartment. 

Enter  Palmira. 
fal.  /"^EASE,  ceafe,  ye  ilreammg  instruments  of 

\^j    ^      woe 

From  your  ignoble  toil         Take  warmth,  my  heart, 
Collect  thy  fcatter'd  powers,  and  brave  misfortune. 
Jn  vain  the  ftorm-toft  mariner  repines; 
Were  he  within  to  raife  as  great  a  tempeft, 
As  beats  him  from  wivhout,  it  would  not  fmooth 

One 
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One  boift'rous  furge  :  impatience  only  throws 
Difcredit  on  mifchance,  and  adds  a  mame 
To  our  affliction. 

Enter  Zaphna. 
Ha  !  all-gracious  Heav'n  ! 

Thou,  Zaphna  !  is  it  thou  ?  What  pitying  angel 
Guided  thy  fteps  to  thefe  abodes  of  bondage? 

Zapb.  Thou,    fov'reign  of  my  foul,    and   all   its 

powers ; 

Objeft  of  every  fear  and  every  wifh  ; 
Friend,  filler,  love,  companion,  all  that's  dear ! 
Do  I  once  more  behold  thee,  my  Palmira  ? 
Oh,  I  will  fet  it  down  the  whiteft  hour 
That  Zaphna  e'er  was  bleft  with  ! 

Pal.  Say,  my  hero 

Are  my  ills  ended  then  ?  They  are,  they  are  ; 
Now  Zaphna's  here,  I  am  no  more  a  captive, 
Except  to  him  ;  Oh,  bleft  captivity  ! 

Zapb.    Thofe  fmilcs  are  dearer  to  my  raptur'd 

breaft, 

Sweeter  thofe  accents  to  my  lift'ning  heart, 
Than  all  Arabia's  fpices  to  the  fenfe. 

Pal.  No  wonder  that  my  foul  was  fo  elate, 
No  wonder  that  the  cloud  of  grief  gave  way, 
When  thou,  my  fun  of  comfort,  vvert  fo  nigh. 

Zapb.  Since  that  dire  hour,    when   on  Sabaria's 

ftrand, 

The  barb'rous  foe  depriv'd  me  of  Palmira, 
In  what  a  gulph  of  horror  and  defpair, 
Have  th'y  imagin'd  perils  plung'd  my  fool ! 
Stretch'd  on  expiring  corfes,  for  a-while 
To  the  deaf  ftream  J  pour'd  out  my  complaint, 
And  begg'd  I  might  be  number'd  with  the  dead 
That  ftrew'd  its  banks  — Then,  rtarting  from  defpair, 
With  rage  I  flew  to  Mahomet  for  vengeance  : 
He,  for  fome  high  myfterious  purpofe,  known 
To  Heaven  and  him  alone,  at  length  difpatch'd 
The  valiant  Mirvan,  to  demand  a  truce. 
Inflant  on  wings  of  lightning  I  purfu'd  him, 
And  enter'd  as  his  hoftage — nx'd,  Palmira, 
Or  to  redeem,  or  die  a  captive  with  thee. 

3  P'L 


MAHOMET.  17 

fal.  Heroic  youth  ! 

Zapb.  But  how  have  thefe  barbarians 
Treated  my  fair? 

Pal.  With  high  humanity. 

I,  in  my  vidlor,  found  a  friend Alcanor 

Has  made  me  feel  captivity  in  nothing 

But  abfence  from  my  Zaphna  and  my  friends.-— <— - 

Zaph.  I  grieve  a  foul  fo  generous  is  our  fbe» 
But  now  preiented  as  a  koftage  to  him, 
His  noble  bearing  and  humanity 
Made  captive  of  my  heart  j  I  felt,  methougjit, 
A  new  affedlion  lighted  in  my  breaft, 
And  wonder'd  whence  the  infant  ardor  fprang. 

Pal.  Yet,  gen'rous  as  he  is,  not  all  my  prayers, 
Not  all  the  tears  I  lavifh  at  his  feet, 
Can  move  him  to  reftore  me 

Zapb.  But  he  fhall 

Let  the  barbarian  know  he  fhall,  Palmira, 
The  god  of  Mahomet,  our  divine  protestor, 
Whole  itill  triumphant  ftandard  I  have  borne 

O'er  piles  of  vanquifh'd  infidels That  power 

Which  brought  unnumber'd  battlements  Co  «arth, 
Will  humble  Mecca  too. 

Eater  Mirvan. 
Well,  noble  Mirvan, 

Do  my  Palmira's  chains  fit  loofe  upon  her ; 
Say,  is  it  freedom  ?  This  prefumptuous  fen  ate  • 

Mir.  Has  granted  all  we  afk'd,all  we  could  wifh.— 
The  truce  obtain'd,  the  gates  to  Mahomet 
Flew  open 

Zapb.  Mahomet  in  Mecca !  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Once  more  in  Mecca  ! 

Pal.  Tranfport,  bid  him  welcome  ! 

Zapb.  Thy  fuff'rings  then  are  o'er,   the  ebb    is 

part, 
And  a  full  tide  of  hope  flows  in  upon  us. 

Mir.  The  fpirit  of  our  prophet,  that  infpir'd  me, 
Breath'd  fuch  divine  perfuafion  from  my  lips, 

As  fhook  the  reverend  fathers Sirs,  cried  I, 

This  fav'rite  of  high  Heav'n,  who  rales  in  battle, 
Before  whofe  footftool  tributary  kings 

Bow 
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Bow  their  anointed  heads,  born  here  in  Mecca, 

Aflcs  but  to  be  enroll'd  a  fenator, 

And  you  refufe  his  pray'r.     Deluded  fages ! 

Although  your  conqueror,  he  requefts  no  more 

Than  one  day's  truce,  pure  pity  to  yourfelves  ! 

To  fave  you,  if  he  can  ;  and  you — Oh,  fliame  !*— 

At  this  a  gen'ral  murmur  fpread  around, 

Which  feem'd  propitious  to  us— — » 

Zapk.  Greatly  carried ! 
Go  on 

Mir.  Then  ftraight  th'  inflexible  Alcanor 
Flew  through  the  ftreets,  aflembling  all  the  people, 
To  bar  our  prophet.     Thither  too  I  fled, 
TJrg'd  the  fame  arguments,  exhorted,  threaten'd, 
'Till  they  unhing'd  the  gates,  and  gave  free  paflagr 

To  Mali 'met  and  his  chiefs In  vain,  Alcanor, 

And  his  difhearten'd  party,  ftrove  t'oppofe  him  ; 
Serene  and  dauntlefs,  through  the  gazing  crowd, 
With  more  than  human  majefty  he  mov'd, 
Bearing  the  peaceful  olive,  whilft  the  true* 
Was  inftantly  proclaim'd 

Pal.  But  where's  the  prophet  ? 

Mir.  Reclin'd  in  yonder  grot  that  joins  the  temple, 
Attended  by  his  chiefs. 

Zaph.  There  let  us  hafte 
With  duteous  ftep,  and  bow  ourfelves  before  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  afpacious  grotto. 
Mahomet  difcoveredy  with  the  Alcoran  before  kirn. 

Mab.  Glorious  hypocrify !  What  fools  are  they,. 
Who  fraught  with  luftful  or  ambitious  views, 

Wear  not  thy  fpecious  maflc Thou,  Alcoran  ! 

Haft  won  more  battles,  ta'en  more  cities  for  me. 
Than  thrice  my  feeble  numbers  had  atchiev'd, 
Without  the  fuccour  of  thy  facred  impulfe. 

Enter  Hercides,  Ammon,  and  AH. 
Invincible  fupporters  of  our  grandeur  ! 
My  faithful  chiefs,  Hercides,  Ammon,  AH: 
Go  and  inftruft  this  people  in  my  name  ; 
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That  faith  may  dawn,  and,  like  a  morning  ftar, 

Be  herald  to  my  rifing. 

Lead  them  to  know,  and  to  adore  my  God  : 

But,  above  all,  to  fear  him Lo,  Palmira  I 

[Exeunt  Hercides,  tZt. 

Her  angel-face,  with  unfeign'd  blufhes  fpread, 
Proclaims  the  purity  that  dwells  within. 

Enter  Mirvan,  Zaphna,  and  Palmira. 
[To  Palmira.]    The  hand  of  war  was  ne'er  before  fo 

barbarous, 

Never  bore  from  me  half  fo  ridh  a  fpoil, 
As  thee,  my  fair. 

Pal.  Joy  to  my  heav'nly  guardian  ! 
Joy  to  the  world,  that  Mahomet's  in  Mecca ! 

Mab.  My  child,  let  me  embrace  thee— — How> 

this,  Zaphna ! 
Thou  here ! 

Zapb.  [Kneeling.']  My  father,  chief,  and  holy  pontiff! 
The  god  that  thou'rt  infpir'd  by,  march'd  before  me. 
Ready,  for  thee,  to  wade  through  feas  of  danger, 
Or  cope  with  death  itfelf ;  I  hither  haften'd, 
To  yield  myfelf  an  hoftage,  and,  with  zeal, 
Prevent  thy  order. 

Mah.  'Twas  not  well,  rafh  boy  : 
He  that  does  more  than  I  command  him,  errt 
<As  much  as  he  who  falters  in  his  duty, 

And  is  not  for  my  purpofe 1  obey 

My  god implicitly  obey  thou  me. 

Pal.  Pardon,  my  gracious  lord,  his  well-meant  ardor ; 
Brought  up,  from  tender  infancy,  beneath 
The  melter  of  thy  facred  patronage, 
Zaphna  and  I've  been  animated  ftill 
By  the  fame  fentiments :  alas,  great  prophet ! 

I've  had  enough  of  wretchednefs To  languifli 

A  prifoner  here,  far  both  from  him  and  you  : 
Grudge  me  not,  then,  the  ray  of  confolation 
His  prefence  beam'd,  nor  cloud  my  dawning  hope 
Of  rifing  freedom  and  felicity. 

Mah.  Palmira,  'tis  enough  ;  I  read  thy  heart—- 
Be not  alarm'd  ;  tho'  burden'd  with  the  cares 
Of  thrones  and  altars,  ftill  my  guardian  eye 

Will 
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Will  watch  o'er  thee,  as  o'er  the  univerfe. 
Follow  my  generals,  Znphna.     Fair  Palmira, 
Retire,  and  pay  your  powerful  vows  to  Heaven, 
And  dread  no  wrongs  but  from  Alcanor. 

[Zaphna  and  Palmira  go  out  feparately* 

Mirvan 

Attend  thou  here 'Tis  time,  my  trufty  feldier, 

My  long-try'd  friend,  to  lay  unfolded  to  thee, 
The  clofe  refolves  and  counfels  of  my  heart. 
The  tedious  length  of  a  precarious  fiege, 
May  damp  the  prefent  ardor  of  my  troops, 
And  check  me  in  the  height  of  my  career. 
Let  us  not  give  deluded  mortals  leifure, 
By  reafon  to  difperfe  the  myftic  gloom 

We've  caft  about  us. Prepofleffion,  friend, 

Reigns  monarch  of  the  million Mecca's  crowd 

Gaze  at  my  rapid  victories,  and  think 

Some  awful  Power  directs  my  arm  to  conqueft. 

But  whilft  our  friends  once  more  renew  their  efforts, 

To  win  the  wav'ring  people  to  our  intereft. 

What  think'ft  thou,  fay,  of  Zaphna  and  Palmira  ? 

Mir.  As  of  thymoft  refign'd  and  faithful  vaflals. 

Mab.  Oh,  Mirvan  !  they're  thedeadlieft  of  my  foes* 

Mir.  How! 

Mab.  Yes,  they  love  each  other 

Mir.  Well What  crime  ?— —  [then— 

Mab.  What  crime,  doft  fay? — Learn  all  my  frailty, 
My  life's  a  combat :  keen  aufterity 
Subjects  my  nature  to  abftemious  bearings. 
I've  banim'd  from  my  lips  that  trait'rous  liquor, 
That  either  works  to  practices  of  outrage, 
Or  melts  the  manly  breaft  to  woman's  weaknefs ; 
Or  on  the  burning  fands,  or  defert  rocks, 
With  thee  I  bear  th'  inclemency  of  climates, 
Freeze  at  the  pole,  or  fcorch  beneath  the  line. 
For  all  thefe  toils  love  only  can  retaliate, 
The  only  confolation  or  reward  ; 
Fruit  of  my  labours,  idol  of  my  incenfe, 
And  fole  divinity  that  I  adore. 
Know,  then,  that  I  prefer  this  young  Palmira 
To  all  the  ripen'd  beauties  that  attend  me  ; 
Dwell  on  her  accents,  doat  upon  her  fmilcs, 

And 
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And  am  not  mine,  but  her's.  Now,  judge,  my  friend, 
How  vaft  the  jealous  tranfports  of  thy  matter, 
When  at  his  feet  he  daily  hears  this  charmer 
Avow  a  foreign  love,  and,  infolentj 
Give  Mahomet  a  rival. 

Mir.  How  !  and  Mahomet 
Not  inftantly  revenge -• 

Mab.  Ah  !  fhould  he  not  ? 
But  better  to  deteft  him,  know  him  better  : 
Learn  then,  that  both  my  rival,  and  my  love, 
Sprang  from  the  loins  of  this  audacious  tyrant. 

Mir.  Alcanor! 

Mab.  Is  their  father;  old  Hercides, 
To  whofe  fage  inftitution  I  commit 
My  captive  infants,  late  reveal'd  it  to  me     — 
Perdition  !  I  myfelf  light  up  their  flame, 
And  fed  it  till  I  fet  myfelf  on  fire. 
Well ;  means  muft  be  employ'd  ;  but  fee,  the  father : 
He  comes  this  way,  and  launches  from  his  eye 
Malignant  fparks  of  enmity  and  rage. 
Mir  van,  fee  all  ta'en  care  of;  let  Hercides, 
With  his  efcort,  befet  yon  gate  j  bid  Ali 
Make  proper  difpofition  round  the  temple  ; 
This  done,  return,  and  render  me  account 
Of  what  fuccefs  we  meet  with  'mongft  the  people  : 
Then,  Mirvan,  we'll  determine,  or  to  loofe, 
Or  bridle  in  oar  vengeance,  as  it  fuits.  \Exit  Mirvan. 

Enter  Alcanor. 

Why  doft  thou  Hart,  Alcanor  ?  Whence  that  horror  ? 
Is  then  my  fight  fo  baneful  to  thee  ? 

Ale.  '  Heavens !' 

Muft  I  then  bear  this  ?  Muft  I  meet  in  Mecca 
On  terms  of  peace,  this/poiler  ci'  the  earth  ?  [Heav'n, 

Mah.   Approach,  old  man,  without  a  bluih,  fince 
For  fome  high  end,  decrees  our  future  union. 

Ale.  I  blufh  not  for  myfelf,  buc  thee,  thou  tyrant  ; 
For  thee,  bad  man  !  who  com'ft,  wiih  lerpent-guile, 
To  fow  diflention  in  the  realms  of  peace.. 
Thy  very  name  fets  families  at  variance, 
'Twixc  fen  and  father  burits  the  bonds  of  nature, 
And  fcares  endearment  from  the  nuptial  pillow. 

'  Ev'a 
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'  Ev'ft  truce  with  thee  is  a  new  ftratagem/ 
And  is  it,  infolent  diflembler  !  thus 
Thou  com'ft  to  give  the  fons  of  Mecca  peace, 
And  me  an  unknown  god  ? 

Mah.  Were  I  to  anfwer  any  but  Alcanor, 
That  unknown  god  mould  fpeak  in  thunder  for  me  : 
But  here  with  thee  I'd  parley  as  a  man.  [fence  ? 

Ale.  What  canft  thou  fay  ?  What  urge  in  thy  dc- 
What  right  haft  thou  receiv'd  to  plant  new  faiths, 
Or  lay  a  claim  to  royalty  and  priefthood  ? 

Mah.  The  right  that  a  refolv'd  and  tow'ring  fpirit. 
Has  o'er  the  grov'ling  inftincl  of  the  vulgar 

Ale.  Patience,  good  Heavens !  have  I  not  known  thee, 
When  void  of  wealth,  inheritance,  or  fame,  [Mahomet, 
Rank'd  with  the  loweft  of  the  low  at  Mecca  ? 

Mah.  Doft  thou  not  know,  thou  haughty,  feeble 
That  the  low  infedl,  lurking  in  the  grafs,         [man, 
And  the  imperial  eagle,  which  aloft 
Ploughs  the  ethereal  plain,  are  both  alike 

In  the  eternal  eye Mortals  are  equal. 

It  is  not  birth,  magnificence,  or  pow'r, 

But  virtue  only  makes  the  difPrence  'twixt  them,  [lips ! 

Ale.  [^«r/.]Whatfacrcd  truth,  from  what  polluted 

Mab.  By  virtue's  ardent  pinions  borne  on  high, 
Heav'n  met  my  zeal,  gave  me  in  folemn  charge 
Its  facred  laws,  then  bade  me  on  and  publifh. 

Ale.  And  did  Heav'n  bid  thee  on  and  plunder  too? 

Mab.  My  law  is  adlive,  and  inflames  the  foul 
With  thirft  of  glory.     What  can  thy  dumb  gods  ? 
What  laurels  fpring  beneath  their  footy  altars  ? 
Thy  flothful  fe£k  difgrace  the  human  kind, 
Enervate,  lifelefs  images  of  men  ! 
Mine  bear  th'  intrepid  foul ;  my  faith  makes  heroes. 

Ale.  Go,  preach  thefe  doftrines  at  Medina,  where 
By  proftrate  wretches,  thou  art  rais'd  to  homage. 

Mah.  Hear  me  ;  thy  Mecca  trembles  at  my  name  : 
If,  therefore,  thou  wouldft  fave  thyfelf  or  city, 

Embrace  my  proffer'd  friendmip What,  to-day, 

I  thus  folicit,  I'll  command  to-morrow. 

Ale.  Contract  with  thee  a  friendmip  !  frontlefs  man ! 
Know'ft  thou  a  god  can  work  that  miracle  ? 
S 
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Mab.  I  do Neceffity Thy  intereft. 

Ale.  Intereft  is  thy  god  :  equity  is  mine. 
Propofe  the  tie  of  this  unnatural  union  j 
Say,  is't  the  lofs  of  thy  ill-fated  fon, 
Who,  in  the  field,  fell  viclim  to  my  rage, 
Or  the  dear  blood  of  my  poor  captive  children, 
Shed  by  thy  butchering  hands  ? 

Mab.  Ay,  'tis  thy  children. 
Mark  me  then  well,  and  learn  th'  important  fecret 
Which  I'm  fole  mailer  of Thy  children  live. 

Ale .  Live  ! 

Mab.  Yes both  live 

silc.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Both  ! 

Mab.  Ay,  both. 

Me.  And  doft  thou  not  beguile  me  ? 

Mab.  No,  old  man. 

Ale.  Propitious  Heavens !  Say,  Mahomet,  for  now, 
Methinks  I  could  hold  endlefs  converfe  with  thee, 
Say,  what's  their  portion,  liberty,  or  bondage  ? 

Mab.  Bred  in  my  camp,  and  tutor'd  in  my  law> 
I  hold  the  balance  of  their  deftinies  ; 

And  now  'tis  on  the  turn their  lives,  or  deaths— 

*Tis  thine  to  fay  which  (hall  preponderate.       [fom — 

Ale .  Mine !  Can  I  fave  them  ?  Name  the  mighty  ran- 
If  I  muft  bear  their  chains,  double  the  weight, 
And  I  will  kifs  the  hand  that  puts  them  on  : 
Or  if  my  ftreaming  blood  muft  be  the  purchafe, 
Drain  every  fluice  and  channel  of  my  body, 
My  fvvelling  veins  will  burft  to  give  it  paflage. 

Mab.  I'll  tell  thee  then — renounce  thy  pagan  faith  ; 
Aboliih  thy  vain  gods,  and 

Ale.  Ha! 

Mab.  Nay,  more, 

Surrender  Mecca  to  me,  quit  this  temple, 
Affift  me  to  impofe  upon  the  wprld, 
Thunder  my  Koran,  to  the  gazing  crowd, 
Proclaim  me  for  their  prophet,  and  their  king, 
And  be  a  glorious  pattern  of  credulity 
To  Koran's  ftubborn  tribe.     Thefe  terms  performed, 
Thy  fon  (hall  be  reftor'd,  and  Mah'met's  felf 
Will  deign  to  wed  thy  daughter. 

Ale* 
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Ale.  Hear  me,  Mahomet 

I  am  a  father,  and  this  bofom  boafb 

A  heart  as  tender  as  e'er  parent  bore, 

After  a  fifteen  years  of  anguifh  for  them, 

Once  more  to  riew  my  children,  clafp  them  to  me, 

And  die  in  their  embraces  ? Melting  thought ! 

But  were  I  doom'd,  or  to  enflave  my  country, 
And  help'd  to  fpread  black  error  o'er  the  earth  ; 
Or  to  behold  thefe  blood-embrued  hands, 
Deprive  me  of  them  both — Know  me,  then,  Mahomet, 

I'd  not  admit  a  doubt  to  cloud  my  choice 

[Looking  earneftly  at  Mahomet  for  fomt  time  before  be 
/peaks.} 

Farewel .  [Exit  Alcanor. 

Mab.  Why,  fare  thee  well,  then— Churlifli  dotard  ! 
Inexorable  fool !  Now,  by  my  arms, 
I  will  have  great  revenge  ;  I'll  meet  thy  fcorn 
With  treble  retribution. 

Enter  Mirvaa. 
Well,  my  Mirvan, 
What  fay'ft  thou  to  it  now  ? 
Mir.  Why  that  Alcanor, 
Or  we  muft  fall. 

Mah.  Fall,  then,  th'  obdurate  rebel ! 
Mir.  The  truce  expires  to-morrow,  when  Alcanor 
Again  is  Mecca's  mailer,  and  has  vow'd 
Deftruftion  on  thy  head  :  the  fenate  too 
Have  pafs'd  thy  doom. 

Mah.  Thofe  heart-chill'd,  paltry  babblers 
Plac'd  on  the  bench  of  floth,  with  eafe  can  nod, 
And  vote  a  man  to  death  ;  why  don't  the  cowards 
Stand  me  in  yonder  plain  ? — With  half  their  numbers, 
I  drove  them  headlong  to  their  v/alls  for  fhelter  j 
And  he  was  deem'd  the  wifefl  fenator, 
That  enter'd  firft  the  gate  ;  but  now  they  think 
They've  got  me  in  the  toil,  their  fpirits  mount, 
And  they  could  prove  molt  valorouj  afl'aflins— — 

Well,  this  1  like 1  always  ow'd  my  greatnefs 

To  oppcfition  ;  had  I  not  met  with  ilruggles, 

I'd  been  obfcure' Enough Periih  Alcanor  ! 

He  marbled  up,  the  pliant  populace, 

Thofe 
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Thofe  dupes  of  novelty,  will  bend  before  us, 
Like  ofiers  to  a  hurricane.  • 

Mir.   No  time 
Is  to  be  loft. 

Mah.   But  for  a  proper  arm  ; 
For,  however  irkfome,  we  muft  fa ve 
Appearances,  and  mafic  it  with  the  vulgar. 

Mir.  True,  my  fage  chief — What  think'ft  thou  then 

Mah.  Of  Zaphna,  fay'ft  thou  !  [of  Zaphna  ' 

Mir.  Yes,  Alcanor's  lioftage 

He  can  in  private  do  thee  vengeance  on  him. 
Thy  other  fav'rites  of  maturer  age, 
And  more  difcreetly  zealous,  would  not  rifk  it : 
You:h  is  the  flock,  whence  grafted  fuperftition 
Shoots  with  unbounded  vigour.     He's  -a  flavc 
To  thy  defpotic  faith,  and  urg'd  by  thee, 
However  mild  his  nature  may  appear, 
Howe'er  humane  and  noble  is  his  fpirit, 
Or  ftrong  his  reafon,  where  allow'd  to  reafon, 
He  would,  for  Heaven's  lake,  martyr  half  mankind. 

Mab.  The  brother  of  Palmira  ! 

Mir.  Yes,  that  brother, 
The  only  fon  of  thy  outrageous  foe, 
And  the  inceftuous  rival  of  thy  love. 

Mab.  I  hate  the  ftrippling,  loathe  his  very  name ; 
The  manes  of  my  fon,  too,  cry  for  vengeance 
On  the  curs'd  fire  ;  but  then  thou  know'll  my  love, 
•Know'ft  from  whofe  blood  (lie  fprang  ;  this  ftaggers, 

Mirvan, 

And  yet  I'm  here  furrounded  with  a  gulph 
Ready  to    fwallow  me  ;  come  too,  in  queft 
Of  altars  and  a  throne — What  muft  be  done?—* 
My  warring  paflions,  like  contending  clouds, 
When  fraught  with  thunder's  Fatal  fuel,  burft 
Upon  themielves,  and  rend  me  with  the  Ihock* 
And  fhall  enervating  contagious  love, 
Hag  my  afpiring  fpirit,  fink  me  down 
To  woman's  fhackles,  make  a  lap-thing  of  me  f 
Glory  !  that  muft  not  be!  Ambition  ftill, 
And  great  revenge,  impetuous  urge  their  claims, 
And  muft  be  notic'd.     Mirvan,  found  this  youth  : 

B  *  Touch 
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Touch  not  at  once  upon  the  ftartling  purpofe, 
But  make  due  preparation. 

Mir.  I'll  attack  him 
With  all  the  forces  of  enthufiafm : 
There  lies  our  ftrength. 

Mah.  Firft  then,  a  folemn  vow 
To  aft  whatever  Heav'n  by  me  enjoins  him. 
Next,  omens,  dreams,  and  vifions  may  be  pleaded  : 
Hints  too  of  black  defigns  by  this  Alcanor, 
Upon  Palmira's  virtue,  and  his  life  :< 
But  to  the  proof — Be  now  propitious,  Fortune, 
Then  love,  ambition,  vengeance  jointly  triumph. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE,    a   grand   Apartment. 

Enter  Zaphna  and  Palmira. 

Zapb,    \  LCANOR  claim  a  private  conference  with 

£\        us  ! 
What  has  he  to  unfold  ? 

Pal.  I  tremble,   Zaphna. 

Zaph.  Time  prefs'd  too,  did  he  fay  ? 

Pal.   He  did  ;  then  caft 
A  look  fo  piercing  on  me,  it  o'erwhelm'd 
My  face  with  deep  confufion  ;  this  he  mark'd, 
Then,  darting,  left  me. 

Zapb.  [Afide.~\  Ha  !  this  gives  me  fear 
That  Mirvan's  jealoufies  are  too  well  grounded  ; 
But  I  muft  not  diitradl  her  tender  bofom 
With  vifionary  terrors.   [To  Pal.]  Both  in  private  ? 

Pal.  In  private  both. 

Zapb.  Her  virtue,   and  my  life  !  [Jfart. 

It  cannot  be;  fo  reverend  a  form 
Could  ne'er  be  pander  to  fuch  black  devices. 

Pal.  But  let  us  fliun  it,  Zaphna  ;  much  I  fear 
Alcanor  has  deceiv'd  us  :  dread  the  treachery 
Of  this  blood-thirfty  fenate.     Trull  me,  Zaphna, 

3  They've 
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They've  fworn  the  extirpation  of  our  faith. 
Nor  care  by  what  vile  means 

Zapb.  My  foul's  belt  treafure, 
For  whofe  fccurity  my  ev'ry  thought 
Is  up  in  arms,  regardlefs  of  my  own  ; 
Shun  thoa  Alcanor's  prefence.     This  hour,  Palmira, 
Mirvan,  by  order  of  our  royal  pontiff 
Prepares  to  folemnifce  fome  aft  of  worfliip 
Of  a  more  hallow'd  and  myfterious  kind 
Than  will  admit  of  vulgar  eye.     Myfelf 
Alone  am  honour'd  toaffift. 

Pal.  Alone! 

Zfipk.  Yes,  to  devote  myfelf  by  folemn  vow 
For  iome  great  aft,  of  which  my  fair's  the  prize. 

Pal.  What  aft  i 

Zaph.  No  matter,  fince  my  lov'd  Palmira 
Shall  be  the  glorious  recompence— — — 

Pal.  'Oh,  Zaphna!' 
Methinks  I  do  not  like  this  fecret  vow. 
Why  muft  I  not  be  prefent  ?  Were  I  with  thee 
I  mould  not  be  fo  anxious ; 
For,  tnift  me,  Zaphna,  my  affeftion  for  thce 
Is  of  that  pure,  difinterefted  nature, 
So  free  from  paffion's  taint,  I've  no  one  wim 
To  have  thee  more  than  thus ;  have  thee  my  friend* 
Share  thy  lov'd  converfe,  wait  upon  thy  welfare, 
And  view  thee  with  a  fitter's  fpotlefs  eye. 

Zapb.  Angelic  excellence  ! 

Pal.  And,  let  me  tell  thee, 

This  Mirvan,  this  fierce  Mirvan,  gives  me  terrors  ; 
So  far  from  tend'ring  confolation  to  me, 
His  theme  is  blood  and  Slaughter  :  as  I  met  him, 
His  eyes  flam'd  fury,  whilft  in  dubious  phrafe 

He  thus  befpoke  me The  deftroying  angel 

Muft  be  let  loofe — Palmira,  Heav'n  ordains 
Some  glorious  deed  for  thee,  yet  hid  in  darknefs  ; 
Learn  an  implicit  rev'rence  for  its  will, 
And  above  all,  I  warn  thee,  fear  for  Zaphna. 

Zapb.  What  could  he  mean  ?  Can  I  believe,  Al- 

canor, 
Thy  fair  deportment  but  a  treach'rous  mafic  ? 

B  z  Ytt, 
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Yet,  fpite  of  all  the  rage  that  ought  to  fire  me 
Againlt  this  rebel  to  our  faith  and  prophet, 
I've  held  me  happy  in  his  friendfhip, 
And  bondage  wore  the  livery  of  choice. 

Pal.  How  has  Heav'n  fraught  our  love-link'd  hearts, 

my  Zaphna, 

With  the  fame  thoughts,  averfions,  and  defires  ? 
But  for  thy  fafety,  and  our  dread  religion, 
That  thunders  hatred  to  all  infidels,        ' 
With  great  remorfe  I  fhould  accufe  Alcanor. 

Zapb.  Let  us  make  off  this  vain  remorfe,  Palmira, 
Refign  ourfelves  to  Heav'n,  and  a£t  its  pleafure. 
The  hour  is  come  that  I  muft  pledge  my  vow. 
Doubt  not  but  the  Supreme,  who  claims  this  fervice, 
Will  prove  propitious  to  our  chafte  endearments. 
Farewel,   my  love  ;  I  fly  to  gain  the  fummit 
Of  earth's  felicity to  gain  Palmira.  [Exit. 

Pal.  Where'er  I  turn  me  here,  'tis  all  fufpicion. 
What  means  this  vow  ?  Mirvan,  I  like  thee  not. 
Alcanor  too  diftrads  my  tim'rous  breair. 
Ev'n  Mah'met's  felf  I  dread  vvhilft  I  invoke  him. 
Like  one  benighted  'midft  a  place  of  tombs, 
I  gaze  around  me,  ftart  at  ev'ry  motion, 
And  feem  hemm'd  in  by  vifionary  fpedhes. 
All-righteous  Pow'r,  whom,  trembling,  I  adore, 
And  blindly  follow,  Oh,  deliver  me 
From  thefe  heart-rending  terrors  ! — Ha  !  who's  here? 

Enttr  Mahomet. 

'Tis  he  !  'tis  Mahomet  himfelf !  kind  Heav'n 
Has  &nt  him  to  my  aid — My  gracious  lord, 
Protect  the  dear,  dear  idol  of  my  foul ; 
Save  Zaphna  ;  guard  him  from 

Mab.  From  what  ? — Why,  Zaphna  ? 
Whence  this  vain  terror  ?  Is  he  not  with  us  ? 

Pal.  Oh,  fir,  you  double  now  my  appjehenfions  ! 
Thofe  broken  accents,  and  that  eager  look, 
Shew  you  have  anguifh  fmorhering  at  the  heart, 
And  prove,  for  once,  that  Mahomet's  a  mortal. 

Mah.    {Apart.}  Ha!  I  (hall  turn  a  traitor  to  my- 

felf 

Oh,  woman,  woman !  Hear  me ;  ought  I  not 
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To  b«  enrag'd  at  thy  profane  attachment  ? 
How  could  thy  breaft,  without  the  keeneft  fling, 
Harbour  one  thought  not  dictated  by  me  ? 
Is  that  young  mind,  I  took  fuch  toil  to  form, 
Turn'd  an  ingrate,  and  infidel  at  once  ? 
Away,  rebellious  maid 

Pal.  What  doft  thou  fay, 
My  royal  lord  ?  Thus  proilrate  at  your  feet, 
Let  me  implore  forgivenefs,  if  in  aught 
I  have  offended  ;  talk  not  to  me  thus ; 
A  frown  from  thee,  my  father  and  my  king, 
Is  death  to  poor  Palmira.     Say  then,  Mahomet, 
I)idil  thou  not  in  this  very  place  permit  hini 
To  tender  me  his  vows  f 

Mub.  [4part.]  '  His  vows !  perdition!' 
How  the  fort  trait'refs  racks  me  1 — Rife,  Palmira— 
[4part.~\  Down,  rebel  love  !  I  muft  be  calm — Com* 

hither  ; 

Beware,  rafh  maid,  of  fuch  imprudent  fleps, 
They  lead  to  guilt.     What  wild  pernicious  errors 
Mayn't  the  heart  yield  to,  if  not  greatly  watch'd  ! 

Pal.  In  loving  Zaphna,  fure  it  cannot  err ; 
There's  nothing  wild,  nothing  pernicious—— 

Mah.  How  ! 
This  theme  delights  you 

Pal.  I  muil  own  it  does. 

Yes,  my  great  mailer ;  for  I  Hill  have  thought 
That  Heav'n  itfelf  approv'd  of  my  affe&ion, 
And  gave  a  fan&ion  to  our  mutual  ardours. 
Can  what  was  virtue  once,  be  now  a  crime  ? 
Can  I  be  guilty 

Mah.  Yes,  towards  me  you  are 

You,  nurs'd  from  infancy  beneath  my  eye, 
Child  of  my  care,  and  pupil  of  my  faith  ; 
You,  whom  my  partial  fondnefs  flill  dillinguifti'd 
From  a.l  the  captive  youths  that  grac'd  my  triumphs; 
And  you,  who  now,   without  my  leave,  permit 
A  flavv-  to  bear  thee  from  my  light  for  ever. 

Pal.  No,  we  both  live,  nay  more,  would  die  for 

thee  : 
And,  Oh,  mv  lord,  if  all  that  earth  can  offer 
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Of  grandeu",  opulence,  or  plcafure,   e'er 
bhsrll  make  me  deaf  to  Gratitude's  demands, 
May  Zaphna's  felf  be  evidence  againft  me, 
And  plead  for  double  vengeance  on  my  treach'ry. 

Ma/j.  [Apart,\  Zaphna  again  !  Furies !  I  fhail  re- 

l.ipfe, 
And  make  her  witnefs  of  my  weaknefs. 

Pal.  Sir  ! 
.What  fudden  ftart  of  pafiion  arms  that  eye  ! 

1'tlal:.  Oh,  nothing  :  pray  retire  awhile  ;  take  cou- 
rage, 

I'm  net  at  all  difplens'd  ;  'twas  but  to  found 
The  depth  of  thy  young  heart.     J  praife  thy  choice. 
Trnfl  then  .thy  dcareft  int'relt  to  my  bofom  : 
But  know,  your  fate  depends  on  your  obedience. 
If  I  have  been  a  guardian  to  your  youth, 
Tf  all  my  lavifli  bounties  pad  weigh  aught, 
Deferve  the  future  blefCngs  which  await  you, 
Howe'er  the  voice  of  Ilcav'n  difpofe  of  Zaphna, 
Confirm  him  in  the  path  where  duty  leads, 
That  he  may  keep  his  vow,  and  merit  thee. 

Pal.  Diitruft  him  not,  my  fov'reign  ;  noble  Zaphn*- 
Difdains  to  lag  in  love  or  glory's  courle. 

Mab.   Enough  of  words 

Pal.  As,  boldly,  I've  avow'd 
The  love  I  bear  that  hero  at  your  feet, 
I'll  now  to  him,  and  fire  his  gen'rous  breaft, 
To  prove  the  duty  he  has  fworn  to  thee. 

[Exit  Palmira. 

Mab.  [Jfone.]   Confufion  !  muft  I,  fpite  o'me,  bt 

made 

The  confident  of  her  incefiuous  paflion  ? 
What  could  I  fay  ?  Such  fweet  fimplicity 
Lur'd  down  my  rage,  and  innocently  wing'd 
The  arrow  through  my  heart.  And,  fhall  I  bear  this  ? 
Be  made  the  fport  of  curft  Alcanor's  houfe  ? 
Check'd  in  my  rapid  progrefs  by  the  fire, 
Supplanted  in  my  love  by  this  rafh  boy, 
And  made  a  gentle  pander  to  the  daughter  ? 
Ferdition  on  the  whole  detelted  race  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Mirvan. 

Mir.  Now,   Mahomet,   's  the   time^  to    feize   on 

Mecca, 

Crufli  this  Alcanor,  and  enjoy  Palmira. 
This  night  the  old  enthufiaft  offers  incenfe 
To  his  vain  gods  in  facred  Caabo. 
Zaphna,  who  flames  with  zeal  for  Heav'n  and  thee. 
May  be  won  o'er  to  feize  that  lucky  moment. 

Maij.  He  ihall ;  it  mull  be  fo;    he's  born  to  aft 
The  glorious  crime  ;  and  let  him  be  at  once 
The  inllrument  and  victim  of  the  murder. 
My  law,  my  love,  my  vengeance,  my  own  fafety, 
Havedoom'd  it  fo. — But,  Mirvan,  doft  thou  thii.k 
His  youthful  courage,  nurs'd  in  fuperilhion, 
Can  e'er  be  work'd  •  - 

Mir.  I  tell  thce,  Mahomet, 
He's  tutor'd  to  accomplifh  thy  defign. 
Palmira  too,  who  thinks  thy  will  is  Heav'n's, 
Will  nerve  his  arm  to  execute  thy  pleafure. 
Love  and  enthufiafm  blind  her  youth  : 
They're  ftill  moft  zealous  who're  molt  ignorant. 

Mab.  Didft  thou  engage  him  by  a  folemn  vow? 

Mir.   I  did,  with  all  th' enthufiaftic  pomp 
Thy  law  enjoins  ;  then  gave  him,  as  from  the;, 
A  confecrated  fword  to  aft  thy  will. 
Oh,  he  is  burning  with  religious  fury  ! 

Mab.  But  hold,  he  comes" 

Enter  Zaphna. 

Child  of  that  awful  and  tremendous  Pow'r, 
Whofe  laws  I  publilh,  whofe  beheils  proclaim, 
Liiten,  vvhilft  I  unfold  his  facred  will. 
'Tis  thine  to  vindicate  his  ways  to  man, 
'Tis  thine  his  injur'd  worfhip  to  avenge. 

Zaph.  Thou  lord  of  nation?,  delegate  of  Heav'n» 
Sent  to  med  day  o'er  the  benighted  world, 
Oh,   fay,  in  what  can  Zaphna  prove  his  duty  ? 
Jnftruft  me  how  a  frail  earth- prifon'd  mortal 
Can  or  avenge  or  vindicate  a  God. 

Mah.  By  thy  weak  arm  he  deigns  to  prove  his  caufe, 
And  launch  his  vengeance  on  blafpheming  rebels. 

What  glorious  aftion,  what  illuftrious  danger 
B  4  Doe« 
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Does  that  Supreme,  whofe  image  thou,  demand  f 
Place  me,  Oh,  place  me  in  the  front  of  battle, 
'Gainft  odds  innumerable ;  try  me  there. 
Or,  if  a  (ingle  combat  claim  my  might, 
The  ftouteft  Arab  may  ftep  forth,  and  fee 
If  Zaphna  fail'to  greet  him  as  he  ought. 

Mob.  Oh,  greatly  faid,  my  fon'j  'tis  infpiration  \ 
But  heed  me  :  'tis  not  by  a  glaring  ad 
Of  human  valour,  Heav'n  has  will'd  to  prove  thee  j, 
This  infidels  themfelves  may  boaft,  when  led 
By  oftentation,  rage,  or  brute-like  rafhnefs. 
To  do  whate'er  Heav'n  gives  in  facred  charge, 
Nor  dare  to  found  its  fathomlefs  decrees, 
This,  and  this  only's  meritorious  zeal. 
Attend,  adore,  obey  ;  thou  (halt  be  arm'd 
By  Death*s  remorfelefs  angel,  which  awaits  me. 

Zapb.  Speak  out,,  pronounce,  what  victim  muft  I 

offer? 
What  tyrant  facrifice  ?  Whofe  blood  requir'ft  thoo  t 

Mob.  The  blood  of  a  detefted  infidel, 
A  murderer,  a  foe  to  Heav'n  and  me, 
A  wretch  who  flew  my  child,  blafphemes  my  God, 
And  like  a  huge  Coloffus,  bears  a  world 
Of  impious  oppofition  to  my  faith  ; 
The  blood  of  curft  Alcanor. 

Zapb.  I ! Alcanor  ! 

Mab.  What !  doft  thou  hefitatc  ?  ra(h  youth,  be- 
ware, 

He  that  deliberates  is  facrilegious. 
Far,  far  from  me  be  thofe  audacious  mortals, 
Who  for  themfelves  would  impioully  judge, 
Or  fee  with  their  own  eyes  ;  who  dares  to  think, 
Was  never  born  a  profelyte  for  me. 
Know  who  I  am  ;  know,  on  this  very  fpot, 
I've  charg'd  thee  with  the  juft  decree  of  Heav'n  ; 
And  when  that  Heav'n  requires  of  thee  no  more 
Than  the  bare  offering  of  its  deadlieft  foe, 
Nay,  thy  foe  too,  and  mine,  why  doit  thou  balance, 
As  thy  own  father  were  the  vi&im  claim'd  ! 
Go,  vile  idolater,   falfe  muffulman, 
Go,  fcek  another  matter  ;  a  new  faith. 
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Zaph.  Oh,  Mahomet  ! 
Mah.  Juft  when  the'  prize  is  ready, 
When  fair  Palmira's  deftin'd  to  thy  arms  • 

Ban  what's  Palmira?  or  what's  Heav'n  to  thee, 
Thou  poor,  weak  rebel  to  thy  faith  and  love  ? 
Go,   ferve,  and  cringe  to  our  detefted  foe. 

Zaph.  Oh,  pardon,  Mahomet  ;  methinks  I  hear 
The  oracle  of  Heav'n — it  fhall  be  done. 

Mab.  Obey  then,  ftrike,  and  for  his  impious  blood, 
Palmira's  charms  and  paradife  be  thine. 
*  [Apart  to  Mirvan.]  Mirvan,  attend  him  clofe,  and 

let  thy  eyes 

'  Be  fix'd  on  ev'ry  movement  of  his  foul.'      [Exeunt. 
Zaph.   [Alone.']   Soft,  let  me  think — this  duty  wears 

the  face 

Of  fomething  more  than  monftrous — pardon, Heav'n! 
To  facrifice  an  innocent  old  man, 
Weigh'd  down  with  age,  unfuccaur'd,  and  unarm'd ! 

Wheij  I  am  hoflage  for  his  fafety  too  ! - 

No  matter,  Heav'n  has  chofe  me  for  the  duty, 

My  vow  is  pafs'd,  and  mud  be  ftraight  fulfill'd. 

Ye  ftern,  rJentlefs  minifters  of  wrath, 

Spirits  of  vengeance,  by  whofe  ruthlefs  hands 

The  haughcy  tyrants  of  the  earth  have  bled, 

Come  to  my  fuccour;  to  my  flaming  zeal 

Join  your  determin'd  courage  ; 

And  thou,  angel 

Of  Mahomet,  exterminating  angel, 

That  mo\v'lt  down  nations  to  prepare  his  paflage, 

Support  my  faultering  will,  harden  my  heart, 

Leil  nature,  pity,  plead  Alcanor's  caule, 

And  \vreft  the  dagger  from  me. 

Hah  !  who  comes  here  ? 

Emer  Alcanor. 

Ale    Whence,   Zaphna,  that  deep  gloom, 
That  iike  a  blafting  mildew  on  the  ear 
Of  promis'd  harveft,  blackens  o'er  thy  vifage  ? 
Grieve   not  that  here,  through  form,  thou  art  con- 

fin'd  : 

I  hold  thce  not  as  hoftage,  but  as  friend, 
And  make  thy  fafety  partner  with  my  own. 

B  5.  Zapb. 
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Zapb.  [Apart.]  And  make  my  fafety  partner  with 
thy  own ! 

Ale.  The  bloody  carnage,  by  this  truce  fufpended 
For  a  few  moments,  like  a  torrent  check'd 
In  its  full  flow,  will  with  redoubled  llrength 

Bear  all  before  it. 

In  this  impending  fcene  of  public  horror, 
Be  then,  dear  youth,   thefe  manfions  thy  afylum. 
I'll  be  thy  hoftage  now,  and  with  my  life 
Will  anfwer  that  no  mifchief  mail  befal  thee. 
I  know  not  why,  but  thou  art  precious  to  me. 

Zapb.  Heav'n,  duty,  gratitude,  humanity  !  [Apart. 
What  did'ft  thou  fay,  Alcanor  ?  Did'ft  thou  fay, 
That  thy  own  roof  mould  fhield  me  from  the  tempeft  ? 
That  thy  own  life  flood  hoftage  for  my  fafety  ? 

Ale.  Why  thus  amaz'd  at  my  compaffion  for  thee  ? 
I  am  a  man  myfelf,  and  that's  enough 
To  make  me  feel  the  woes  of  other  men, 
And  labour  to  redrefs  'em.- 

Zapk.  \Apart.]  What  melody  thefe  accents  make ! 
And  whilft  my  own  religion  fpurs  to  murder, 
His  precepts  of  humanity  prevail. 
[To  Alcanor.]  Can.  then  a  foe  to  Mahomet's  facred 

law 
Be  virtue's  friend  ? 

Ale.  Thou  know'fl  but  little,  Zaphna, 
If  thou  doft  think  true  virtue  is  confin'd 
To  climes  or  fyftems  ;  no,  it  flows  fpontaneous, 
Like  life's  warm  ilream  throughout  the  whole  crea- 
tion, 

And  beats  the  pulfe  of  every  healthful  heart. 
Howcanft  thou,  Zaphna,  worfhip  for  thy  God 
A  Being  claiming  cruelty  and  murders 
From  his  adorers  ?  Such  is  thy  mafler's  God 

Zapb.  [Apart.]  Oh,  my   relenting   foul  !    thou'rt 

almoft  thaw'd 

From  thy  refolve. — I  pray  you,  fir,  no  more. 
Peace,  recfon,~peace  ! 

Ale.  [Apart.]  The  more  I  view  him,  talk  with 

him,  obferve 
His  underftanding  tow 'ring  'bcve  his  age  ; 

His 
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His  candour,  which  ev'n  bigotry  can't  fmother; 
The  more  my  breaft  takes  intereft  in  his  welfare. 
[To  Zaphna.j  Zaphna,  come  near — I  oft  have 

thought  to  afk  thee, 

To  whom  thou  ow'ft  thy  birth  ;  whofe  gen'rous  blood 
Swells  thy  young  veins,  and  mantles  at  thy  heart. 
Zapb.  That  dwells  in  darknefs,  no  one  friendly 

.   beam 

E'er  gave  me  glimpfe  from  whom  I  am  defcended. 
The  camp  of  godlike  Mahomet  has  been 
My  cradle,  and  my  country  ;  whilfl  of  all 
His  captive  infants  no  one  more  has  fhar'd 
The  funfhine  of  his  clemency  and  care. 

Ale.  I  do  not  blame  thy  gratitude,  young  man. 
But  why  was  Mahomet  thy  benefadtor  ? 
Why  was  not  I  ?  I  envy  him  that  glory. 
Why  then  this  impious  man  has  been  a  father 
Alike  to  thee,  and  to  the  fair  Palmira. 
Zapb.  Oh! 

Ale.  What's  the  caufe,  my  Zaphna,  of  that  figfi, 
And  all  that  language  of  a  fmother'd  anguim  ? 
Why  didft  thou  fnatch  away  thy  cordial  eye, 
That  (hone  on  me  before  .? 

Zaph.   \_Apart. .]  Oh,   my  torn  heart ! 
Palmira's  name  revives  the  racking  thought 
Of  my  near  blunted  purpofe. 

Ale.  Come,  my  friend. 

The  flood-gates  of  deftru&ion  foon  thrown  ope, 
Will  pour  in  ruin  on  that  curfe  of  nations. 
If  I  can  fave  but  thee,  and  fair  Palmira, 
From  this  o'erflowing  tide,  let  all  the  reft 
Of  his  abandon'd  minions  be  the  victims 

For  your  deliverance 1  muft  fave  your  blood. 

Zaph.  [Apart.]  Juft  Heav'n !  and  is't  not  I  muft 

Ihed  his  blood  ? 

Ale.  Nay,  tremble,  if  thou  dar'ft  to  hefitate. 
Follow  me  ilraight. 

Enter  Pharon. 

Pba.  Alcancr,   read  that  letter, 
Put  in  my  hands  this  moment  by  an  Arab, 

B  6  With 
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With  utmoft  ftealth,  and  air  befpeaking  fomewha* 
Of  high  importance. 

Ale.  [Reads.]  Whence  is  this  ?•— Hercides! 
Cautious,  my  eyes  !   be  fure  you're  not  miltaken 
In  what  you  here  infinuate.     Gracious  Heav'n  ! 
Will  then  thy  Providence  at  length  o'er-rule 
My  wayward  fate,  and,  by  one  matchlefs  blefling, 
Sweeten  the  fuff'rings  of  a  threescore  years ! 

[After  looking  for  fame  time  earntftly  at  Zaphna. 
Follow  me. 

Zaph.  Thee  1 — But  Mahomet— 

Ale.  Thy  life, 

And  all  its  future  blifs,  dwells  on  this  moment. 
Follow,  I  fay.  [Exeunt  Alcanor  and  Pharon. 

Enter  Mirvan  and  his  attendants^  kajlily  on  the  other  fede 
of  the  Jtage. 

Mir.    [To  Zaphna.]    Traitor,   turn  back ;   what 

means 

This  conference  with  the  foe  ?  To  Mahomet 
Away,  this  inftant ;  he  commands  thy  prefence. 

Zaph.  [Apart.'}  Where  am  If  Heav'ns  !  How  fliall 

I  now  refolve ! 

How  aft  !  A  precipice  en  ev'ry  fide 
*  Awaits  me,'  and  the  firft  leait  ftep's  perdition. 

Mir,  Young  man,  our  prophet  brooks   not  fuck 

delay  ; 

Go,  flop  the  bolt  that's  ready  to  be  launch'd 
On  thy  rebellious  head. 

Zaph.  Yes,  and  renounce 
This  horrid  vow,  that's  poifon  to  my  foul. 

[Exit  iuith  Mirvan,  &c. 
Re-enter  Alcanor  and  Pharon , 

Ale.  Where  is  this  Zaphna  ?— But  he  flies  me  Hill: 
In  vain  I  call  in  all  the  fo/t'ning  arts 
Of  pity,  love,  and  friendfhip  to  engage  him  : 
His  brer. ft  is  fear'd  by  that  Importer's  precepts, 
'Gainft    11  who  bid  defiance  to  his  laws. 
But,  Pharon,  didft  thou  mark  the  baneful  gloom, 
The  fomewhat  like  reluctance,  rage,  and  pity, 
That  blended  /at  upon  his  penfive  brow  ? 

Pba.  I  did ;  there's  fomething  at  his  heart—— 
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Ale.  There  is 

Would  I  could  fathom  ic !  This  letter,   Pharon, 
His  afpeft,   age  ;  the  tranfport  that  I  talle 
When  he  is  near  me  ;  the  anxiety 
His  abfence  gives,  do  too  much  violence 
To  my  diftrafted  fenfe.     Hercides  here 
Defines  to  fee  me;  'twas  his  barbarous  hands 
That  robb'd  me  of  my  children  ;  they  are  living. 
He  tells  me,   under  Mahomet's  protection  ; 
And  he  has  fomething  to  unfold,  on  which 
Their  deftiny  and  mine  depends.     This  Zaphna> 
And  young  Palmira,  vaffals  of  that  tyrant, 
Are  ignorant  from  whom  they  are  defcended, 
Imagination's  pregnant  with  the  thought. 
My  wiflies  mock  me.     Sinking  with  my  grief, 
I  blindly  catch  at  ev'ry  flatt'ring  error, 
And  fupplicate  deception's  felf  for  fuccour. 

Pba.  Hope,  but   yet   fear,  Alcanor ;    think,    my 

chief, 

How  many  infants  from  their  parents  torn, 
E'er  confcious  whofe  they  are,  attend  that  tyrant,. 
Drink  in  his  dictates,  place  their  being  in  him, 
And  deem  him  an  infallible  difpenfer 
Of  Heaven's  decifions 

Ale,  Well,   no  matter,  Pharon. 
At  noon  of  night  conduct  Hercides  hither; 
Thy  matter,  in  th'  adjoining  fane,  once  more 
Will  importune  the  Gods  with  prayers  and  incenfe, 
That  he  may  fave  his  friends,  and  fee  his  children. 

Pba.  Th.;u   malt    noc  find    thy   Pharon   flack  in 

aught, 
That  tends  to  thy  deliverance  from  this  angiiifh. 

[Exit  Pharon. 

Ale.  Juft  Heav'n,  if  by  erroneous  thought  or  a£t, 
I  have  drawn  down  your  fierce  difpleafure  on  me, 
Point  me  to  right ;  I'll  onward  to  its  goal 
With  double  energy  ;  will  expiate  all, 
That  i.i  the  days  of  ignorance  might  offend. 
Only  reflore  my  children  to  ray  car  j, 
Give  to  my  craving  arms  my  haplefs  children, 
That  I  may  form  them,  turn  'em  back  from  \vron£, 

Weed 
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Weed  their  young  minds  of  thofe  pernicious  errors 

The  arch-impoftor  has  implanted  in  'em  ; 

Train  'em  in  virtue's  fchool,  and  lead  them  on 

To  deeds  of  glorious  and  immortal  honour.        [Ex-it. 


ACT    IV.     SCENE,  Mahomet'*  apartment. 

Mahomet  alone. 

AMBITION  knows  not  confcience  — — 
Well,  this  Zaphna 

Is  fix'd  at  length — I  leflbn'd  him  fo  home, 
Dealt  to  his  young  enthufiaftic  foul 
Such  promifes  and  threats 

Enter  Mirvan. 
Mirvan,  what  news? 

Mir.  Oh,  Mahomet,  I  fear  the  nice-wov'n  web 
Of  our  defign's  unravell'd.     Ere  thy  fpirit 
Had  re-inflam'd  young  Zaphna  with  the  thirft 
Of  old  Alcanor's  blood,  he  had  reveal'd 
The  dreadful  purpofe  to  Hercides — 
Mab.  Hah  I 

Mir.  Hercides  loves  the  youth,  and  Zaphna  flill 
Has  held  him  as  a  father. 
Mab.  That  I  like  not. 
What  does  Hercides  fay  ?  thinks  he  with  us  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  no;  he  trembles  at  the  very  thought 
Of  this  dread  fcene ;  compaflionates  Alcanor, 

And 

Mab.  He's  but  a  half-friend  then,    and  a  half- 
friend 

Is  not  a  fpan  from  traitor.     Mirvan,  Mirvan, 
A  dangerous  witnefs  muft  be  fome  way  dealt  with  j 
And  I  obey'd  ? 
Mir.  'Tisdone. 
Mab.  Then  for  the  reft 
Or  e'er  the  harbinger  of  morrow's  dawn 
Gleam  in  the  Eaft,  Alcanor,  thou  muft  fet, 
Or  Mahomet  and  all  his  hopes  muft  peri(h. 
That's  the  firft  ftep  then — Zaphna,  next  for  thee. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  thy  hands  have  dealt  the  midnight-mifchief, 
In  thy  own  blood  the  fecret  muft  be  drown'u. 
Thus  quit  of  fon  and  father  (thofe  curlt  rivals 
Who  elbow  me  at  once  in  love  and  grandeur,) 
Both  Mecca  and  Palmira  fhall  be  mine. 
Oh,  tow'ring  profpeft  !  How  it  fills  the  eye 
Of  my  afpiring  and  enamour'd  foul  ! 
Night,  put  on  double  fable,  that  no  ilar 
May  be  a  fpyon  thofe  dark  deeds — Well,  Mirvan, 
Shall  we  accomplim  this  ? 
Mir.  We  mall,  my  chief. 
Mab.  What  though  I  feize  his  life  from  whom  me 

fprung  ? 

He's  not  her  father,  as  me  knows  it  not.  . 
Truft  me,  thofe  partial  ties  of  blood  and  kindred, 
Are  but  th'illufive  taints  of  education  : 
What  we  call  nature  is  mere  habit,  Mirvan  ; 
That  habit's  on  our  fide;  for  the  whole  ftudy 
Of  this  young  creature's  life  has  been  obedience; 
To  think,   believe,  and  aft,  as  pleafur'd  me. 
But  hold,  the  hour  on  which  our  fortune  hangs, 
Is  now  at  hand.     While  Zaphna  fecks  the  temple, 
Let  us  look  round  us,  fee  that  not  a  wheel- 
Lag  in  the  vaft  machine  we  have  at  work. 
It  is  fuccefs  that  confecrates  our  aftions. 
The  vanquitVd  rebel  as  a  rebel  dies  ; 
The  victor-rebel  plumes  him  on  a  throne.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  temple. 
Enter  Zaphna  luitb  a.  drawn  Jhuord  in  bis  hand. 
Zaph.  Well  then,  it  muft  be  fo ;  I  muft  difcharge 
This  cruel  duty — Mahomet  enjoins  it, 
And  Heav'n,   thro'  him,  demands  it  of  my  hands. 
Horrid,  tho'  facred  aft  ! — My  foul  fhrinks  back, 
And  won't  udmit  conviftion — Ay,  but  Heav'n  ! 
Heav'n's  call  I  muft  obey — Oh,  dire  obedience, 
What  doft  thou  coft  me  !  My  humanity  ! 
Why,  Duty,  art  thou  thus  at  war  with  Nature  f 

Enter  Palmira. 

Thou  here,  Palmira  !  Oh,  what  fatal  tranfport 
Leads  thee  to  this  fad  place,  thefc  dark  abodes, 

Sacred 
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Sacred  to  death  ?  Thou  haft  no  bufmefs  here. 

Pal.  Oh,   Zaphna,   fear  and  love  have  been  my 

guides. 

What  horrid  facrifice  is  this  enjoin'd  thee  ? 
What  vidlim  does  the  God  of  Mahomet 
Claim  from  thy  tender  hand  ? 

Zafb.  Oh,  my  guardian  angel, 
Speak,  refolve  me  ; 
How  can  aflaflination  be  a  virtue  ? 
How  can  the  gracious  Parent  of  mankind 
Delight  in   mankind's  fuff  'rings  ?  Mayn't  this  pro- 
phet, 

This  great  announcer  of  his  heav'nly  will, 
Miftake  it  cace  ? 

Pal.  Oh,  tremble  to  examine. 
He  fees  oiir  hearts — To  doubt  is  to  blafpheme. 

Zapb.  Be  fteady  then,  my  foul,  firm  to  thy  pur- 

pofe, 

And  let  religion  fteel  thee  againft  pity. 
Come  forth,  thou  foe  to  Mahomet  and  Heav'n, 
And  meet  the  doom  thy  rebel  faith  deferves  ; 
Come  forth,  Alcanor. 

Pal.  Who,   Alcanor? 

Zapb.  Yes. 

Pal.  The  good  Alcanor  ? 

Zapb,  '  Why  d'ye  call  him'  good  ! 
Curfe  on  his  Pagan  virtues  !  He  mufl  die: 
So  Mahomet  commands.     And  yet,  inethinlcj, 
Some  other  deity  arrefts  my  arm, 
And  whifpers  to  my  heart — Zaphna,  forbear. 

Pal.  Diftradting  Hate  ! 

Zapb.  Alas,   my  dear  Palmira, 
I'm  weak,  and  fhudder  at  this  bloody  bus'nefs. 
Help  me  ;  Oh  help,  Palmira  ;  I  am.  torn, 
Diitradled  with  this  confiift. 
Zeal,  horror,  love,  and  pity  feizc  my  breaft. 
And  drag  it  triff'rent  ways.     Alas,  Palmira, 
You  fee  me  toffing  on  a  Tea  of  paffions  ; 
'Tis  thine,  my  angel,  to  appeafe  this  tcmpcft, 
Fix  my  diftraded  will,  and  teach  me— 

Aft 
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Pal  What? 

What  can  I  teach  thee  in  this  ftrifeof  pafiions  i 
Oh,  Zaphna  !  I  revere  our  holy  prophet, 
Think  all  his  laws  are  regifter'J  in  hcav'n, 
And  every  mandate  minted  in  the  Cues. 

Zaph.  But  then,  to  break  through  hofpitality, 
And  murder  him  by  whom  we  are  protected  ! 

Pal.  Oh,  poor  Alcanor  !  gen'ious,  good  Alcanor  I 
My  heart  bleeds  for  thee. 

Zaph.  Know  then,  unlefs  I  aft  this  horrid  fcene, 
Unlefs  I  plunge  this  dagger  in  the  breail 
Of  that  old  man,  I  mull— I  mult        •    • 
Pal.   What— 
Zaph.  Muft,  Palmira 

(Oh,  agonizing  thought !)  lofe  thee  for  ever. 
Pal.  Am  I  the  price  of  good  Alcanor's  blood  / 
Zapb.  So  Mahomet  ordains. 
Pal.  Horrible  dow'ry  ! 
Zapb.  Thoa  know'll   the  curfe  our  prophet  hai- 

denounced 

Of  endlefs  tortures  on  the  difobedient : 
Thou  know'ft  with  what  an  oath  I've  bound  myfelf, 
To  vindicate  his  laws,  extirpate  all 
That  dare  oppofe  his  progrefs.     Say  then,  Fair-one, 
Thou  tutorefs  divine,  inftrtift  me  how, 
How  to  obey  my  chief,  perform  my  oath, 
Yet  lift  to  Mercy's  call. 
Pal.  This  rends  my  heart. 

Zaph.  How  to  avoid  being  banifh'd  thee  for"  ever. 
Pal.  Oh,   fave  me  from  that  thought!  mud  that 

e'er  be  ? 
Zaph.  It  mult  not :  thou  haft  now  pronounc'd  his 

doom. 

Pal.  What  doom  ?— Have  I ! 
Zaph.  Yes,   thou  haft  feal'd  his  death. 
Pal.  I  feal  his  death  '.—Did  I  ? 
Zapb.  'Twas  Heav'n  fpoke   by  thee;  thou'rt  its 

oracle,  , 

And  I'll  fulfil  its  laws.     This  is  the  hour 
In  which  he  pays  at  the  adjoining  altar 

Black 
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Black  rites  to  his  imaginary  Gods. 
Follow  me  not,  Palmira. 

Pal.  I  muft  follow, 
I  will  not,  dare  not  leave  thee. 

Zapb.    Gentle  maid, 

J  beg  thee  fly  thefe  walls,  thou  can'ft  not  bear 
This  horrid  fcene— Oh,  thefe  are  dreadful  moments  I 
Begone — quick — this  way 

Pal.  No,  I  follow  thee, 

Re-tread  thy  ev'ry  footilep,  though  they  lead 
To  the  dark  gulf  of  death. 

Zaph.  Thou  matchlefs  maid  ! — To  the  dire  trial 

then.  [Extant. 

SCENE  draws  and  dif ewers  the  inner  fart  of  the  temple 

•with  a  Pagan  altar  and  images.      Aicanor  addrejjing 

bimfelf  to  the  idols. 

Ale.  Eternal  Powers,    that   deign   to    blefs   thef« 

manfions, 

Proteftors  of  the  Ions  of  Jmmael, 
Crufh,  crufh  this  blafphemous  Invader's  force, 
And  turn  him  back  with  fhame.     If  pow'r  be  years. 
Oh,  fhield  your  injur'd  votaries,  and  lay 
Oppreffion  bleeding  at  your  altar's  foot. 
Enter  Zaphna  and  Palmira. 

Pal.   [Entering.]  Aft  not  this   bloody  deed  :  Oh, 
fave  him,  fave  him. 

Zapb.  Save  him,  and  lofe  both  paradife  and  thee! 

Pal.  Hah,  there  he  ftands— Oh,  Zaphna,   all  my 

blood 
Is  frozen  at  the  fight. 

Ale.  'Tis  in  your  own  behalf  that  I  implore 
The  terrors  of  your  might ;  fwift,  fwiftly 
Pour  vengeance  on  this  vile  apoflate's  head, 
Who  dares  profanely  wreft  your  thunder  from  you, 
And  lodge  it  with  an  unknown  fancied  God. 

Zapb.  Hear  how  the  wretch  blafphemes !  So,  now — 

Pal.  Hold,  Zaphna. 

Zapb.  Let  me  go — 

Pal.  I  cannot — cannot. 

Ale.  But  if,  for  reafoos  which  dim-fighted mortars 
Can't  look  into,  vou'll  crown  this  daring  rebel 

With 
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With  royalty  and  prieilhood,  take  my  life. 
And  if,  ye  gracious  Pow'rs,  you've  ought  of  blifs 
In  ftore  for  me,  at  my  lalt  hour  permit  me 
To  fee  my  children,  pour  my  blelTmg  on  them, 
Expire  in  their  dear  arms  ;  and  let  them  clofe 
Thefe  eyes,  which  then  \vould  wifh  no  after-fight. 

Pal.   His  children,  did  he  fay  1 

Zapb.  I  think  he  did 

Ale.  For  this  I'll  at  your  altar  pay  my  vows, 
And  make  it  fmcke  with  incenfe. 

[Retires  behind  the  altar. 

Zapb.   '  Novv's  the  time.'          [Drawing  his  fauord. 
In(ulting  Heav'n,  he  flies  to  ftones  for  refuge  : 
Now  let  me  ftrike. 

Pal.  Sray  but  one  moment,   Zaphna. 

Zapb.  It  muft  not  be  — unhand  inc. 

Pal.  What  to  do  ! 

Zapb.  To  ferve  my  God  and  king,  and  merit  thee. 
[Breaking  from  Palmira,  and  going  towards   tbt 

altar,  he  Ji 'arts,  and  flops  jhart. 
Ha  !  what  are  ye,  ye  terrifying  fhacles  ? 
What  means  this  lake  of  blood  that  lies  before  m«  ? 

Pal.  Oh,  Zaphna,  let  us  fly  thefe  horrid  roofs, 

Zaph.  No,  no — Go  on,  ye  minifters  of  death j 
Lead  me  the  way.     I'll  follow  ye. 

Pal.  Stay,   Zaphna, 

Heap  no  more  horrors  on  me  ;  I'm  expiring 
Beneath  the  load. 

Zapb.  Be  hufh'd — the  altar  trembles  ! 
What  means  that  omen  ?  Does  it  fpur  to  murder, 
Or  would  it  rein  me  back  ?  No,  'tis  the  voice 
Of  Heav'n  itfelf,  that  chides  my  ling'ring  hand. 
Now  fend  up  thither  all  thy  vows,  Palmira, 
Whilft  I  obey  its  will,  and  give  the  ftroke. 

[Goes  out  behind  the  altar  after  Alcanor. 

Pal.  What  vows  !  will  Heav'n  receive  a  murd'rer's 

vows  ? 

For  fure  I'm  fuch,  whilft  I  prevent  not  murder. 
Why  beats  my  heart  thus  ?  What  foft  voice  is  thi« 
That's  waken'd  in  my  foul,  and  preaches  mercy  ? 
If  Heav'n  demands  his  life,  dare  I  oppo&  ? 

Is 
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Is  it  my  place  to  judge  ? — Hah  !  that  dire  groaa. 
Proclaims  the  bloody  bus'nefs  is  about. 
Zaphna  !  Oh,  Zaphna  ! 

Re-enter  Zaphna. 

Zapb.  Hah,  where  am  I  ? 

Who  calls  me  t  Where's  Palmira  ?  She's  not  here  : 
What  fiend  has  fnatch'd  her  from  me  ? 

Pa!.  Heavens  !  he  raves ! 

Doft  thou  not  know  me,  Zaphna?  Her  who  lives 
For  thee  alone  ? — Why  doft  thou  gaze  thus  on  ine  ? 

Zaph.  Where  are  we  ? 

PaL  Haft  thou  then  difcharg'd 
The  horrid  duty  ? 

Zaph.  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Pal.  Alcanor—— 

Zaph.  Alcanor!  what,   Alcanor? 

Pal.  Gracious  Heaven, 
Look  down  upon  him  ! 
Let's  begone,  my  Zaphna, 
Let's  fly  this  place. 

Zapb.  Oh,  whither  fly !  to  whom  ? 
D'ye  fee  thefe  hands  ?  Who  will  receive  tliefe  hands? 

Pal.  Oh,  come,  and  let  me  warn  them  with  my 
tears ! 

Zaph.  Who  art  thou  ?  let  me  lean  on  thee— -I  £ad 
My  pow'rs  returning.     Is  it  thou,  Palmira  i 
Where  have  I  been  ?  What  have  I  done  i 

Pal.  I  know  not. 
Think  on't  no  more. 

Zapb.    But    I  muft  think,    and    talk    on't    too., 

Palmira. 

I  feiz'd  the  vi&im  by  his  hoary  locks — 
(Thou,  Heav'n,  didft  will  it) 
Then,  fhuddering  with  horror,   buried  ftrait 
The  poignard  in  his  breaft.     I  had  redoubled 
The  bloody  plunge — (what  cannot  zeal  perfuade  !) 
But  that  the  venerable  fire  pour'd  forth 
So  piteous  a  groan  !  look'd  fo,  Palmira, — 
And  with  a  feeble  voice,  cry'd,  Is  it  Zaphna  ? 
I  could  no  more.     Oh,  hadft  thou  feen,  my  love, 
Tie  fell,  fell  dagger  in  his  bofom,  vicw'd 

His 
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His  dying  face,  where  fat  fuch  dignity, 
Cloath'd  with  companion  tow'rds  his  Safe  a/Taffin, 

[Tjtrrtnvitig  bimjelf  on  the  ground. 
The  dire  remembrance  weighs  me  to  the  earth — 
Here  let  me  die — 

Pal,  Rife,  my  lov'd  Zaphna,  rife, 
And  let  us  fly  to  Mah'met  for  protection, 
If  we  are  found  in  thefe  abodes  of  {laughter, 
Tortures  and  death  attend  us ;  let  us  rly. 

Zaph.  [Starting  up.]  I  did  fly  at  that  Dialling  fight, 

Palmira. 

When,  drawing  out  the  fatal  fleel,  he  cafl 
Such  tender  looks  !  I  fled— The  fatal  fteel, 
The  voice,  the  tender  looks,  the  bleeding  vi&im 
Bleffing  his  murderer,  I  could  not  fly  : 
No,  they  clung  to  me,  riv'd  my  throbbing  heart, 
And  fet  my  brain  on  fire.     What  have  we  done  ? 

Pal.  Hark  !  What's  that  noife  ?    I  tremble  for  thy 
Oh,  in  the  name  of  love,   by  all  the  ties,  [life. 

Thofe  facred  ties  that  bind  thee  mine  for  ever, 
J  do  conjure  thee  follow  me. 

[Alcanor  tomes  from  behind  the  Altar,  leaning 
againjt  it,  'with  the  bloody  J<word  in  his  hand.  ] 

Zaph.  Hah  !  look,  Palmira,  fee  what  object's  that 
Which  bears  upon  my  tortur'd  fight  ?  Is't  he  ? 
Or  is't  his  bloody  manes  come  to  haunt  us  ? 

Pal.  'Tis  he  himfelf,  poor  wretch  !  ftruggling  with 
And  feebly  crawling  tow'rds  us.  Let  me  fly,   [death, 
And  yield  what  help  I  can.     Let  me  fupport  thee, 
Thou  much-lamented,  injur'd,  good  old  man. 

Znph.  Why  don't  I  move  ?  My  feet  are  rooted  here, 
And  all  my  frame  is  ftruck,  and  wither'd  up, 
As  with  a  lightning's  blaft. 

Ah.  My  gentle  maid, 
Wilt  thou  fupport  me  ? 
Weep  not,  my  Palmira. 

Pal.  I  could  weep  tears  of  blood,  if  that  would  ferve 
thee. 

Ale.   \_Sitting  da<ujn.~\   Zaphna,  come  hither;  thoU 

haft  ta'en  my  life ; 

For  what  offence,  or  what  one  thought  towards  thee 

That 
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That  anger  or  malevolence  gave  birth, 

Heav'n  knows  I  am  unconfcious.     Do  not  look  fo  : 

I  fee,  thou  doft  relent. 

Enter  Pharon  bajl'tly. 

Pal.   [Starting  lack.~\  Hah  !   'tis  too  late,  then. 

Ale.  Would  I  could  fee  Hercides  !— Pharon,  lo, 
Thy  martyr'd  friend,  by  his  diftemper'd  hand, 
Is  now  expiring. 

Pha.  Dire,  unnat'ral  crime  ! 
Oh,  wretched  parricide  ! — behold  thy  father. 

[Pointing  to  Alcanor. 

Zaph.  My  father  ! 

Pal.  Father!  Hah! 

Ale.  Mylterious  Heav'n  ! 

Pba.  Hercides,  dying  by  the  hand  of  Mirvan, 
Who  flew  him,  left  he  mould  betray  the  fecret, 
Saw  me  approach,  and,  in  the  pangs  of  death, 
Cry'd,  Fly,  and  fave  Alcanor ;  wreit  the  fword 
From  Zaphna's  hands,  if  'tis  not  yet  too  late, 
That's  deflin'd  for  his  death  j  then  let  him  knovr 
That  Zaphna  and  Palmira  are  his  children. 

Pal.  That  Zaphna  and  Palmira  are  his  children  ! 
Doit  hear  that,   Zaphna  ! 

Zapb.  'Tis  enough,  my  fate  ! 
Canft  thou  ought  more  ! 

Ale.  Oh,  nature  !  Oh,  my  children  ! 
By  what  vile  mitigations  wert  thou  driven, 
Unhappy  Zaphna,  to  this  bloody  adion  ? 

Zapb.   [Falling  at  his  father's  feet. ~\   Oh,  I  cannot 

fpcak, 

Reftore  me,  Sir,  reltore  that  damned  weapon, 
That  I  for  once  may  make  it,  as  I  ought, 
An  inftrument  of  juflice. 

Pal.  [Kneeling.}  Oh,  my  father, 
Strike  here  ;  the  crime  was  mine ;  'twas  I  alone, 
That  work'd  his  will  to  this  unnatural  deed. 
Upon  thefe  terms  alone  he  cou'd  be  mine, 
And  inceft  was  the  price  of  parricide. 

Zapb.  Strike  your  afTaflins — 

Ale.  I  embrace  my  children  ; 
And  joy  to  fee  them,  though  my  life's  the  forfeit. 
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Rife,  children,  rife  and  live  ;  live  to  revenge 

Your  father's  death. — But,  in  the  name  of  nature, 

By  the  remains  of  this  paternal  blood 

That's  oozing  from  my  wound,  raife  not  your  hands 

'G-iinft  your  own  being.   Zaphna,  wouldit  thou  dame 

A  fecond  deadlier  mifchief? 

Self-flaughter  can't  atone  for  parricide. 

Zafb.  Then  I  will  live, 
Live  to  fome  purpofe  ;  this  is  glorious  fuffering. 

Ale.  Thy  undetermin'd  arm  han't  quite  fulhll'd 
Its  bigot-purpofe ;  I  hope  to  live  to  animate 
Our  friends  'gainft  this  impoilor  ;  lead  'em,  Zaphna, 
To  root  out  a  rapacious  baneful  crew, 
Whofe  zeal  is  phrenzy,  whole  religion  murder. 

Zapb.  Swift,  fwifc,  ye  hours  !  and  light  me  to  re- 
venge ! 
Come,  thou  infernal  weapon, 

[Snatches  the  bloody  favor d. 

I'll  warn  off  thy  foul  ftain  with  the  heart's  blood 
Of  that  malignant  fandlified  afTaflin. 

[As  Zaphna  is  going  of,  Mirvan  and  his  fol- 
lowers enter,  and  flop  him. 

Mir.  Ssizs  Zaphna, 
And  load  the  traiterous  murderer  with  chains-. 

Help  you  the  good  Alcanor. Haplefs  man  ! 

Our  prophet,  in  a  vifion,  learnt  to-night 
The  mournful  tale  of  thy  untimely  end, 
And  fent  me  ftraight  to  feize  the  vile  aflaffin, 
That  he  might  wreak  fevcreft  jullice  on  him. 
Mahomet  comes  to  vindicate  the  laws, 
Not  fufier,  with  impunity,  their  breach. 

Ale.  Heav'ns  !  what  accumulated  crimes  are  here! 

Zapb.  Where  is  the  monfter  ?  Bear  me  inftant  to  him, 
That  I  may  blail  him  with  my  eye,  may  curie  him 
With  my  lait  he/hating  voice. 

Pal.    Thou  traitor, 

Did  not  thy  own  death-doing  tongue  enjoin 
This  horrid  deed  ? 

Mir.  Not  mine,  by  Heav'n  ! 

Zapb.  Not  thine  ! 

Mir.  No,  by  our  prophet,  and  his  ho!y  faith, 

Of 
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Of  all  the  thoughts  e'er  harbour'd  in  this  breaft. 
It  ne'er  had  fuch  a  monfter  for  it's  tenant. 
Zapb.  Moft  accomplifli'd  villain  ! 

Mirvan,  look  at  me— dar'ft  thou 

Mir.  Off  with  him,  [To  the  Soldiers, 

And  fee  him  well  fecur'd,  till  Mahomet 
Demands  him  of  you. 

Pal.  Villain,  hold  !  [Laying  boldo/Zaphnz. 

Mir.  Away. 

Zapb.  Juft,  juft  reward  of  my  credulity  ! 
Pal.  Let  me  go  with  him  ;  I  will  (hare  thy  fate, 
Unhappy  Zaphna,  for  I  mare  thy  guilt. 

But  then [Looking  back  at  Alcanor. 

Mir.  No  more — you  muft  to  Mahomet. 
Obey  without  reluftance  ;  our  great  prophet, 
In  pity  to  your  tender  frame  and  years, 
Will  take  you  under  his  divine  protection. 

Pal.  [Apart.'}  Oh,  death,  deliver  me  from  fuch 

protection  ! 
Mir.   If  you    would    ought  to   fave   the    deftin'd 

Zaphna, 
Follow  me  to  the  prophet,  you  may  move  him 

To  mitigate  his  doom. Away. 

[To  the  Soldiers  ivbo  bold  Zaphna. 
You  this  way.  [To  Palmira. 

Zapb.  Pardon  ! 
Pal.  Oh,  pardon  ! 

[They  are  led  off" by  degrees,  locking  alternately  at 

their  father,  and  each  other. 
Ale.  Oh,  infupportable ! 
Both  from  me  torn,  then  when  I  wanted  moft 
Their  confolation.  [A  [hout. 

Pha.  Hark  ! 

The  citizens  are  rouz'd,  and  all  in  arms 
Rum  on  to  your*  defence. 

Ale.  Pharon,  fupport  me 
Some  moments  longer. — Help,  conduft  me  tow'rds 

'em, 

Bare  this  wound  to  'em  ;  let  that  fpeak  the  caufe, 
The  treach'ious  caufe,  for  words  begin  to  fail  me; 
Then,  if  in  death  I  can  but  ferve  my  country, 

5  Save 
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Save  my  poor  children  from  this  tiger's  gripe, 

And  give  a  fecond  life  to  that  lov'd  pair, 

By  whofe  mifguided  zeal  I  lofe  my  own  ; 

What  patriot,  or  parent,  but  would  wim, 

In  fo  divine  a  caufe,  to  fall  a  martyr  !  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.     Enter  Mahomet  and  Mirvan. 

Mah.  \  T  7  RONG  will  be  ever  nurs'd  and  fed  with 

W  blood- 

So,  this  boy-bigot  held  his  pions  purpofe  ? 

Mir.  Devoutly. 

Mah.  What  a  reafonlefs  machine 
Can  fuperftition  make  the  reas'ner  man  ! 
Alcanor  lies  there  on  his  bed  of  earth  ? 

Mir.  This  moment  he  expir'd,  and  Mecca's  youth 
In  vain  lament  their  chief.     To  the  mad  crowd 
That  gather'd  round,  good  Ali  and  myfelf, 
(Full  of  thy  dauntlefs,  heav'nly-feeming  fpirit) 
Difclaim'i  the  deed,  and  pointed  out  the  arm 
Of  righteous  Heav'n,  that  ftrikes  for  Mahomet.— — 
Think  ye,  (we  cried,  with  eyes  and  hands  uprear'd) 
Think  ye  our  holy  prophet  would  con  fen  t 
To  fuch  a  crime,  whofe  foulnefs  cafts  a  blot 
On  right  of  nations,  nature,  and  our  faith  ? 
Oh,  rather  think  he  will  revenge  his  death, 
And  root  his  murd'rer  from  the  burden'd  earth  ! 
Then  itruck  our  breafts,  and  wept  the  good  old  man, 
And  only  wifh  he'd  dy'd  among  the  faithful, 
And  flept  with  Ibrahim, 

Mah.  Excellent  Mirvan  ! 

Mar.  We  then  both  at  large 
Defcanted  on  thy  clemency  and  bounty. 
On  that,  the  filent  and  defponding  crowd 
Broke  out  in  murmurs,  plaints,  and  laft  in  fhoutt, 
And  each  mechanic  grew  a  Muflulman. 

Mah.  Oh,  worthy  to  deceive,  and  awe  the  worU, 
Second  to  Mahomet !  let  me  embrace  thee.   • 
But  fay,  is  not  our  army  at  their  gates, 
To  back  our  clemency  ? 

C  Mr. 
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Mir.  Omar  commands 
Their  nightly  march  thro'  unfufpe&ed  paths, 
And  with  the  morn  appears. 

Mah.  At  fight  of  them, 
The  weak  remaining  billows  of  this  ftorm 
Will    lafh    themfelves    to    peace— —But   where   is 
Zaphna  ? 

Mir.  Safe  in  a  dungeon,  where  he  dies  apace, 
Unconfcious  of  his  fate  ;  for  well  thou  know'ft 
Ere  at  the  altar's  foot  he  flew  his  fire, 
In  his  own  veins  he  bore  his  guilt's  reward, 
A  deadly  draught  of  poifon. 

Mah.  I  would  be  kind,  and  let  him  die  deceiv'd, 
Nor  know  that  parent  blood  defiles  his  foul. 

Mir.  He  cannot  know  it :  if  the  grave  be  filent,    r 
I'm  fure  Hercides  is — — 

Mah.  Unhappy  Zaphna  ! 
Something  like  pity  checks  me  for  thy  death. 
But  why — I  muft  not  think  that  way — mail  Mahomet 
Give  a  new  Paradife  to  all  mankind, 
^nd  let  remorfe  of  confcience  be  the  hell 
Of  his  own  breaft  !  My  fafety  claim'd  his  life, 
And  all  the  heav'n  of  fair  Palmira's  charms 
Shall  be  my  great  reward. 

Mir.  My  noble  lord, 
Palmira  is  at  hand,  and  waits  your  pleafure. 

Mab.  At  hand  !  How,  Mirvan,  could'ft  thou  let  me 

talk 
On  themes  of  guilt,  when  that  pure  angel's  near  ? 

Mir.  The  weeping  fair,  led  on  by  flatt'ring  hope 
Of  Zaphna's  life,  attends  your  facred  will. 
A  filent,  pale  dejedlion  ftuouds  her  cheeks, 
And,  like  the  lily  in  a  morning  fhow'r, 
She  droops  her  head,  and  locks  up  all  her  fweets. 

Mah.  Say  Mahomet  awaits,  and  then 
Aflemble  all  our  chiefs,  and  on  this  platform 
Let  them  attend  me  ftraight.       .  [Exit  Mirvan. 

Enter  Palmira,  <with  Attendants. 

Pal.  \_Apart,]  Where  have  they  led  me? 
Methinks,  each  ftep  I  take,  the  mangled  corpfe 
Of  my  dear  father,  (by  poor  Zaphna  mangled) 

6  Lies 
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Lies  in  my  way,  and  all  I  fee  is  blood [Starting. 

'Tis  the  importer's  felf ! Burft,  heart,  in  filence. 

Mab.  Maid,  lay  afide  this  dread.    Palmira's  fate. 
And  that  of  Mecca,  by  my  will  is  fix'd. 
This  great  event,  that  fills  thy  foul  with  horror, 
Is  myftery  to  all  but  Heav'n  and  Mahomet. 

Pal.  Oh,  ever-righteous  Heaven  !  canft  thou  fuffcr 
This  facrilegious  hypocrite,  this  fpoiler, 
To  fteal  thy  terrors,  and  blafpheme  thy  name, 
Nor  doom  him  inftant  dead  ?  \Afide. 

Mab.  Child  of  my  care, 

At  length,  from  galling  chains  I've  fet  thae  free, 
And  made  thee  triumph  in  a  juft  revenge  : 
Think,  then,  thou'rt  dear  to  me  ;  and  Mahomet 
Regards  thee  with  a  more  than  father's  eye  : 
Then  know,   (if  thou'lt  deferve  the  mighty  boon) 
An  higher  name,  a  nobler  fate  awaits  thee. - 

Pal.  What  would  the  tyrant  ? 

Mab.  Raife  thy  thoughts  to  glory, 
And  fweep  this  Zaphna  from  thy  memory, 

With  all  that's  pad Let  that  mean  flame  expire, 

Before  the  blaze  of  empire's  radiant  fun. 

Thy  grateful  heart  muft  anfwer  to  my  bounds, 

Follow  my  laws,  and  fhare  in  all  my  conquefts. 

Pal.  What  laws,  what  bounties,  and  what  con- 
quefts, tyrant  ? 

Fraud  is  thy  law,  the  tomb  thy  only  bounty ; 
Thy  conquefts  fatal  as  infec"bed  air, 
Difpeopling  half  the  globe — See,  here,  good  Heav'n,, 
The  venerable  prophet  I  rever'd, 
The  king  I  ferv'd,  the  god  that  I  ador'd. 

Mab.  [Approaching  ber.~\  Whence    this   unwonted 
language,   this  wild  phrenzy  ? 

Pal.  Where  is  the  fpirit  of  my  martyr'd  father  ? 
Where  Zaphna's  ?  Where  Palmira's  innocence? 

Blafted  by  thee,  by  thee,  infernal  monfter 

Thou  found'ft  us  angels,  and  haft  made  us  fiends  : 
Give,  give  us  back  our  lives,  our  fame,  our  virtue  : 

Thou  can'ft  not,  tyrant yet  thou  feek'ft  my  love  ; 

Seek'ft,  with  Alcanor's  blood,  his  daughter's  love. 
C  2  Mad. 
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Mab.  [Apart.]  Horror  and  death  !  the  fatal  fecret'i 
known. 

Enter  Mirvan. 

Mir.  Oh,  Mahomet,  all's  loft,  thy  glory  tarnifli'd^ 
And  th'  infatiate  tomb  ripe  to  devour  us  ! 
Hercidei'  parting  breath  divulg'd  the  fecret  ^ 
The  priibn's  forc'd,  the  city  all  in  arms. 
Jjce  where  they  bear  aloft  their  murder'd  chief, 
Fell  Zaphua  in  their  front ;  death  in  his  looks, 
Rage  all  his  ftrength.     Spite  of  the  deadly  draught, 
He  holds  in  life  but  to  make  fure  of  vengeance. 

Mab.  What  doft  thou  here,  then  ?  Inftant  with  oux 

guards, 

Attempt  to  ftem  their  progrefs,  'till  th' arrival 
Of  Omar  with  the  troops. 

Mir.  I  hafte,  my  lord.  [Exit  Mirvan. 

Pal.  Now.,  now,  my  hour's  at  hand. 
Hear'ft  thou  thofe  ftiouts  that  rend  the  ambient  air  ? 
8eeft  thou  thofe  glancing  fires,  that  add  new  horror* 
To  the  night's  gloom  ?  Freflx  from  thy  murd'ring 

poignard, 

(For  thine  it  was,  tho'  Zaphna  gave  the  blow) 
My  father's  fpirit  leads  the  vengeful  (hades 
Of  all  the  wretches  whom  thy  (word  has  butcher'd* 
I  fee  them  raife  their  unfubftantial  arms 
To  fnatch  me  from  thy  rage,  or  worfe,  thy  love, 
Shadows  fhall  conquer  in  Palmira's  caufe. 

Mab.  [Apart.]  What  terror's  this  that  hangs  upon 

her  accents  ? 
I  feel  her  virtue,  tho'  I  know  her  weaknefs. 

Pal.  Thou  afk'ft  my  love  ;  go,  feek  it  in  the  grave 

Of  good  Alcanor Talk'ft  of  grateful  minds  ; 

Bid  Zaphna  plead  for  thee,  and  I  may  hear  thee. 

Till  then,  thou  art  my  fcorn — May'ft  thou,  like  me. 

Behold  thy  deareft  blood  fpilt  at  thy  feet ! 

Mecca,  Medina,  all  our  Afian  world, 

Join,  join  to  drive  th'  impoftor  from  the  earth ; 

jBlufh  at  his  chains,  and  fliakc  them  ofFia  vengeance  ! 

Mab.  [Apart.]  Be  (till,  my  foul,  nor  let  a  woman's 

rage 
Ruffle  thy  wonted  calm— -Spite  of  thy  hate, 

TKou'rt 
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Thou'rt  lovely  ftill,  and  charming  ev'n  in  madnefs. 

[A  Jbout,  and  noife  of  fighting* 
My  fair,  retire,  nor  let  thy  gentle  foul 
Shake  with  alarms ;  thou'rt  my  peculiar  care. 
I  go  to  quell  this  trait'rous  infurredion, 
And  will  attend  thee  ftraight. 

PaL  No,  tyrant,   no; 

I'll  join  my  brother,  help  to  head  our  friends, 
And  urge  them  on.  [A Jbout. 

Roll,  roll  your  thunders,  Heav'ns,  and  aid  the  ftormr 
Now  hurl  your  lightning  on  the  guilty  head, 
And  plead  the  caufe  of  injnr'd  innocence.          \Exit. 
Enter  Ali. 

Mab.  Whence,  Ali,  that  furprife  ? 

Ali.  My  royal  chief, 

The  foe  prevails — Thy  troops,  led  on  by  Mirvan, 
Are  all  cut  off,  and  valiant  Mirvan's  felf, 
By  Zaphna  flain,  lies  welt'ring  in  his  blood. 
The  guard  that  to  our  arms  ihould  ope  the  gates. 
Struck  with  the  common  phrenzy,  vow  thy  ruin  ; 
And  death  and  vengeance  is  the  general  cry. 

Mab.  Can  Ali  fear?  Then,  Mahomet,  be  thyfclf. 

Ali.  See,   thy  few  friends,  whom  wild  defpair  hath 

arm'd, 
(l?ut  arm'd  in  vain)  are  come  to  die  befide  thee. 

Mab.   Ye  heartlefs  traitors  !  Mahomet  alone 
Shall  be  his  own  defender,  and  your  guafd, 
Againft  the  crowds  of  Mecca— —Follow  me. 
Enrer  Zaphna,  Palmira,  and  Pharon,  ivitb  citizen*, 

and  the  body  of  Alcanor  on  a  bier. 
Ha! 

Znfb.  See,  my  friends,  where  the  Impoftor  (lands 
With  head  ere£,  as  if  he  knew  not  guilt ; 
As  if  no  tongue  fpake  from  Alcanor'*  wound, 
Nor  cafl'd  for  vengeance  on  him. 

Mab.  Impious  man  ! 

Is't  not  enough  to've  fpilt  thy  parent-blood  ; 
But  with  atrocious  and  blafpheming  lips. 
Dar'U  chou  arraign  the  fubtlitute  of  Hcav'n  ? 

Z<tfb.  The  fubltitute  of  Ileav'n  !  fo  is  the  fword^. 
The  pcitilence,  the  famine  ;  fuch  art  thou; 

C  3  Suck 
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Such  are  the  bleffings  Heav'n  has  fent  to  ma  a 
By  thee,  its  delegate  :  nay,  more  to  me. 
Oh,  he  took  pains,  Palmira,  upon  us, 
Deluded  us  into  fuch  monftrous  crimes, 
As  Nature  ficken'd  at  conception  of !— — 
How  could'it  thou  damn  us  thus  ? 

Mah.  Babbler,  avaunt ! 

Zaph.  Well  thouupbraidftme;  for  to  parley  with  thefr 
Half  brands  me  coward.     Oh,  revenge  me,  friends  ! 
Revenge  Alcanor's  maflacre  :  revenge 
Palmira's  wrongs,  and  crufh  the  rancorous  monfter. 

Mab.  Hear  me,  ye  flaves,  born  to  obey  my  will. 

Pal,  Ah,  hear  him  not !  fraud  dwells  upon  his  tongue. 

Zapb.  Have  at  thee,  fiend— Ha!  Heaven, 

[Zaphna,  advancing*  reels,  and  reclines  on  bis  fiver  el . 
What  cloud  is  this 

That  thwarts  upon  my  fight  ?  My  head  grows  dizzy, 
My  joints  unloofe  :  fure  'tis  the  ftroke  of  Fate. 

Mab.  [A/lde.]  The  poifon  works ! — Then  triumph, 
Mahomet ! 

Zaph.   Off,  off,  bafe  lethargy. 

Pal.  Brother,  difmay'd, 
Haft  thou  no  pow'r,  but  in  a  guilty  caufe, 
And  only  ftrength  to  be  a  parricide  ? 

Zapb.  Spare  that  reproach—  Come  on — It  will  not  be. 
[Hangs  donun  bis  favor d,  and  reclines  on  Ph. iron. 
Some  cruel  Pow'r  unnerves  my  willing  arm, 
Biaib  my  refolves,  and  weighs  me  down  to  earth. 

Mab.   Such  be  the  fate  of  all  who  brave  our  law. 
Nature  and  death  have  heard  my  voice,  and  now 
Let  Heav'n  be  judge  'twixt  Zaphna  and  myfelf, 
And  iultant  blait  the  guilty  of  the  two. 

Pal.  Brother!   Oh,  Zaphna! 

Zapb.   Zaphna  now  no  more. 
[Sinking  down  by  Alcanor'j  body,  and  leaning  on  the  tier, 

Pharon  kneeling  down  with  him,  and  fupporting  him.\ 
Down,  down,  good  Pharon — Thou  poor  injur'd  corfe, 
May  I  embrace  thee  ?   Won't  thy  pallid  wound 
Purple  anew  at  the  unnatural  touch, 
And  ooze  frefh  calls  for  vengeance  ? 

P«A  Oh,  my  brother ! 
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Zapb.  In  vain's  the  guiltlefs  meaning  of  my  heart: 
High  Heaven  detefts  th'  involuntary  crime, 
And  dooms  for  parricide — Then  tremble,  tyrant  ; 
If  the  Supreme  can  punifh  error  thus, 
What  new-invented  tortures  muft  await 
Thy  foul,  grown  leprous  with  fuch  foul  offences  ? 

But  foft Now  Fate  and  Nature  are  at  ftrife.—  — 

Sifter,  farewell ;  with  tranfport  mould  I  quit 
Thistoilfome,  perilous,  delufive  ftage, 
But  that  I  leave  thee  on't ;  leave  thee,  Palmira, 
Expos'd  to  what  is  worfe  than  fear  can  image,  t 
That  tyrant's  mercy.     But  I  know  thee  brave  ; 
Know  that  thou'lt  aft  a  part — Look  on  her,  Heav'n, 
Guide  her,  and Oh  !  [Ditt. 

Pal.  Think  not,  ye  men  of  Mecca, 
This  death  inflicted  by  the  hand  of  Heav'n  ; 
'Tis  he— That  viper 

Mah.  Know,  ye  faithlefs  wretches, 
'Tis  mine  to  deal  the  bolts  of  angry  Heaven  : 
Behold  them  there  ;  and  let  the  wretch  who  doubts, 
Tremble  at  Zaphna's  fate,  and  know  that  Mahomet 
Can  read  his  thoughts,  and  doom  him  with  a  look. 
Go,  then,  and  thank  your  pontiff  and  your  prince 
For  each  day's  fun  he  grants  you  to  behold. 
Hence,  to  your  temples,  and  appeafe  my  rage. 

[The people  go  off-. 

Pal.    Ah,    ftay  !    my  brother's  murder'd  by  this 

tyrant ; 
By  poifon,  not  by  piety,  he  kills. 

Mah.  'Tis  done — Thus  ever  be  our  law  receiv'd  ! 

[dpart. 
Now,  fair  Palmira       >     . 

Pal.  Monfter  !  is  it  thus 
Thou  mak'ft  thyfelf  a  god,  by  added  crimes, 
And  murders  juilify'd  by  facrilege  ? 

Mah.  Think,  exquifite  Palmira,  for  thy  fake — — 

Pal.  Thou'ft  been  the  murderer  of  all  my  race. 
See  where  Alcanor,  fee  where  Zaphna  lies  ! 
Do  they  not  call  for  me  too,  at  thy  hands  ? 
Oh,  that  they  did ! — But  I  can  read  thy  thoughts ; 

Palmira's 
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Palmira's  fav'd  for  fomething  worfe  than  death  ; 
This  to  prevent— — Zaphna,  I  follow  thee. 

[Stabs  berfelf  ivitb  Zaphna's  /<word» 

Mab.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Pal.  A  deed  of  glory,  tyrant! 
Thou'tt  left  no  object  worth  Palmira's  eye  > 
And  when  I  (hut  out  light,  I  fhut  out  thee. — [Dies. 

Mab.  Farewell,  dear  victim  of  my  boundlefs  paf~ 

fion  ; 

The  price  of  treachery,  the  reward  of  murder, 
Sink  with  thee  to  the  earth. — Oh,  juftice,  juflice  ! 
In  vain  are  glory,  worfhip,  and  dominion. 
AH  conqueror  as  I  am,  I  am  a  flave  j 
And,  by  the  world  ador'd,  dwell  with  the  damn'd. 
My  crimes  have  planted  fcorpions  in  my  breaft — 
Here,  here  I  feel  them.     'Tis  in  vain  to  brave 
The  hoft  of  terrors  that  invade  my  foul. 
I  might  deceive  the  world,  my  felf  I  cannot. 

All.  Be  calm  a  while,  my  lord,  think  what  you 
are. 

Mab.  Ha  !  What  am  I  ?  [Turning  to  the  bodies. 

Ye  breathlefs  family, 

Let  your  loud-crying  wounds  fay  what  I  am. 
Oh,  fnatch  me  from  that  fight ;  quick,  quick  tran^ 

fport  me 

To  Nature's  lonelieft  manfion,  where  the  fun 
Ne'er  enter'd,  where  the  found  of  human  tread 
Was  never  heard — But  wherefore?  Still  I  there, 
There  ftill  mall  find  myfelf — Ay,  that's  the  hell—    - 
I'M  none  on't [Draiving  his  /word. 

All.  Heav'ns  !  help,  hold  him  ! 

[AH,  fcfr.    difarm  him. 

Mah.  Paltry  daftards! 

You  fled  the  foe,  but  can  difarm  your  mafter. 
Angel  of  death,  whofe  power  I've  long  proclaim'd, 
Now  aid  me,  if  thou  canft;  now,  if  thou  canft, 
Draw  the  kind  curtain  of  eternal  night, 
And  fhroud  me  from  the  horrors  that  befet  me. 

[Exeunt  Mahomet,  &c.. 

P!.<h 
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Pla.  Oh,  what  a  curfe  is  life,  when  felf-convic- 

tion 

Flings  our  offences  hourly  in  our  face, 
And  turns  exiftence  torturer  to  itfelf ! 
Here  let  the  mad  enthufiaft  turn  his  eyes, 
And  fee  from  bigotry  what  horrors  rife  ; 
Here,  in  the  blackeft  colours,  let  him  read, 
That  zeal,  by  craft  milled,  may  acl  a  deed, 
By  which  both  innocence  and  virtue  bleed. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Originally  fpoken  by/Mr,  GARRICK. 


T  ONG  has  the  Jhameful  licence  of  the  age, 
*-*  With  fenfelefs  ribaldry  difgrac'd  tbeftagt  ; 
So  much  indecencies  have  been  in  vogue, 
^bey  pleaded  cujtom  in  an  epilogue  ; 
As  if  the  force  of  Reafon  was  a  yoke 
So  heavy—-  they  mujl  eafe  it  with  a  joke  } 
Difarm  the  moral  of  its  virtuous  fway, 
Or  elfe  the  audience  go  difpleas*d  away. 
How  have  I  blujtfd  to  fee  a  tragic  queen, 
Wftb  ill- tint V  mirth  difgrace  the  well-wrote  fane  ; 
From  all  the  fad  folemnity  of  woe, 
Trip  nimbly  forth — to  ridicule  a  beau  ; 
¥ben,  as  the  loofeft  airs  Jhe  had  been  gleaning) 
Coquette  the  fan,  and  leer  a  double-meaning. 
Shame  on  tbofe  arts  that  projlitute  the  bays  ! 
Shame  on  the  bard,  who  this  ivay  hopes fsr  fraife  ! 
^The  bold,   but  bonefi  Author  of  to-night 
Difdains  to  pleafe  you,  if  he  pleafe  not  right; 
Jf  in  bis  well-meant  fcene  you  chance  to  find 
Aught  to  ennoble  or  enlarge  the  mind ; 
If  he  has  found  the  means,  with  boneft  art 
70  Jix  the  noble/}  laijhes  in  the  heart  j 
In  f after  accents  to  inform  the  fair, 
How  bright  they  look,  <wben  virtue  drops  the  tttOf  f 
Enjoy ,  vjitb  friendly  we/come,  the  repaft, 
And  keep  the  ktart-ftlt  rehfi  to  the  loft* 
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To    her     Royal    Highnefs 

THE 

IVmcefs    of    WALES. 


M  A  D  A  M, 

Princefs  of  the  fame  royal  blood  to  which  you 
are  fo  clofely  and  fo  happily  ally'd,  prefumcs 
to  throw  herfelf  at  the  tect  of  YOUR  ROYAL 
HIGHNESS  for  protection.  The  chara&er  of  that  ex- 
cellent Lady,  as  it  is  delivered  dov/n  to  us  in  hiftory, 
is  very  near  the  fame  with  the  pifture  J  have  endea- 
voured to  draw  of  her  :  and  if,  in  the  poetical  colour- 
ing, I  have  aim'd  at  heighteuingand  improving  fome 
of  the  features,  it  was  only  to  make  her  more  worthy 
of  thofe  illuftrious  hands  to  which  I  always  intended 
lo  prefent  her. 

As  the  Britifh.  nation  in  general  is  infinitely  indebted 
to  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  ;  fo  every  particular  pt-r- 
fon  amongft  us  ought  to  contribute,  according  to  their 
ieveral  capacities  and  abilities,  towards  the  difcharg- 
ing  that  public  obligation. 

We  are  your  debtors,  MADAM,  for  the  preference 
You  gave  us,  in  chufmg  to  wear  the  Eritjih  rather  than 
the  Imperial  crown;  forgiving  the  belt  daughter  to 
our  KING,  and  the  bell  wife  to  our  PRINCE.  Jt  is  to 
YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  we  owe  the  fecurity  that 
fhall  be  deliver'd  down  to  oar  childrens  children,  by 
a  nioft  hopeful  and  beautiful,  as  well  as  a  numerou* 
royal  ifl'ue.  Thefe  are  the  bonds  of  our  civil  duty  ; 
but  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  has  laid  us  under  other 
yet  more  facred  and  engaging  ;  I  mean,  thofe  of  Re- 
ligion. You  are  not  only  the  brighteft  ornament,  but 
the  pationeis  and  defender  of  our  holy  faith. 
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Nor  is  it  Britain  alone,  but  the  world,  but  the  pre- 
fent  and  all  Succeeding  ages,  who  fhall  blefs  Your 
Royal  Name  for  the  greatejt  example  that  can  be  gi- 
ven of  a  difintereited  piety  and  unfhaken  conftancy. 

This  is  what  we  may  certainly  reckon  among!*  the 
benelitsYouR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  has  conferr'd  upon 
us.  Tho'  at  the  fame  time,  how  partial  Soever  we  rn.iy 
be  to  ourfelves,  we  ought  not  to  believe  V,  u  declined 
tSie  iirft  crown  of  Europe  in  regard  of  Britain  only. 
No,  MADAM,  it  isin  juu'ice  to  You  R  ROYAL  HH;H- 
I;E\S  that  we  mult  ccnfefs  you  had  more  excc!!;-r.t 
motives  for  fo  ere  at  an  action  as  that  w.i.s  ;  iince  vou 
did  it  in  ob?du-ncc  to  the  dictates  of  region  and  coj> 
iciunce,  for  the  lake  of  true  religion,  and  for  the  ho- 
nour of  God.  All  things  thai  are  great  have  been 
offered  to  You;  and  all  things  that  .-re  good  an.: 
py,  as  well  in  this  world  as  a  better,  lhall  become 
the  reward  of  fuch  e.\.-.lted  virtue  and  piety.  The 
blefiingsof  oar  nation,  the  prayers  of  our  church,  with 
the  faithful  fervice  of  all  good  men,  fliail  wait  upon 
YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  as  long  as  you  live.  And 
whenever,  for  the  puniihment  of  this  land,  you  -Ilia!! 
be  taken  from  us,  your  facred  name  Shall  be  de:.r  to 
remembrance,  and  Almighty  God,  who  alone  is  able, 
Hull  bellow  on  you  ths  fulnefs  of  recompencc. 

Amongft  the  feveral  offerings  of  duty  which  are 
made  to  you  here,  be  gracioulfy  pleasM  to  accept  of 
this  unworthy  trifle  ;  which  is,  with  ths  greaceil  )<•- 
fp^c\.  and  loweft  fubmiffion,  prefentcd  to  YOUR  ROY- 
AL HIGHNESS,  by, 

".<«  Vv 

r       MADAM, 
,«£&  ^  ,  ^1« 

VOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS'S         l»  V"*< 

•0>\  MlOtV*^  *tVW 

Moll  obedient,  moil  devoted,  arfd:j"? 
Moft  faithful  humble  fcrv<y^v 
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By  an  unknown  Hand. 

7J/"  HEN  waking  terrors  roitfe  the  guilty  Ireaft, 

And  fatal  vijions  brea't  the  miod'rer's  rejt ; 
W'.ien  vengeance  does  ambition's  fate  decree, 
And  tyrants  bleed,    to  Jet  whole  nations  free  ; 
Tho*  the  Mnje  faddcns  each  tiiftrrjjed  fccne, 
Vnmov'd  is  ev'ry  brcfft,  and  c-v'ry  face  fcrene  : 
The  mournful  lines  no  tender  hearts  fu'idue  ; 
Conipajfitn   is  to  fuff'ring  gcodvefs  due. 
The  Poet  your  attention  begs  once  mere, 
T  '  atone  for  charafiers  here  drawn  Lcfore  \ 
?>'?  rc-;al  mijtrcji  figks  t/jro'  ev^ry  ft<g?, 
And  breathes  her  dyinv  forrc-i'js  en  the  jl age .* 
JVc  Lvclf  fair,   ly  Joft  fcrf-.'.c.f.en  won, 
l-sys  down  the  load  of  life,  when  honour's  gone. 
?\sily  tc  bear  thi  changes  of  our  flate, 
¥0  ft  and  uiimO'Tj'd  again  ft  the  fa,rn:s  cf  fate, 
A  brai-e  contempt  of  life,   and  grandeur  loft  : 
Such  gf'jriaus  toils  a  female  natr.e  can  boaft. 
Our  author  draws  net  Beauty's  heavenly  f mile, 
T '  invite  our  wijhcs,  and  our  hearts  beguile  : 
No  frft  enchantments  languijh  in  her  eye, 
No  blojfoms  fade ,  nor  feck "ning  rofes  die. 
A  nobler  pajjion  e<v'ry  brcaft  muji  move, 
Than  youthful  raptures,  cr  the  joys  of  love, 
A  mind  uncbang  d,  fuperior  to  a  crown, 
Bravely  defies  the  angry  tyrant' s  frown  ; 
The  fame,  if  fortune  Jinks,  or  mounts  on  high, 
Or  if  the  'world's  extended  ruins  lie  : 
With  gen'roui  fcorn  jhe  lays  the  Jfeptre  down  ; 
Great  Jouls  Jhine  bright  eft  by  misfortunes  Jhown: 
With  patient  courage  Jhe  fuftains  the  blow, 
And  triumphs  o'er  variety  of  woe. 
Thro''  cv'ry  fcene  the  fad  diftrefs  is  new  : 
ffow  well  feign' d  life  does  reprefent  the  true  ! 
Unhappy  age!  who  views  the  bloody  ft  ain, 
But  niuft  vaith  tears  record  Maria' i  reign  ; 
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'V  '    i  teal  fy  doBriiu  flatter* Jlarwlefs  <uv//, 

lufti'uiltd  /')'  Religion's  voice  to  kill  ? 

Ye  Britijh  fair,    lament  in  filtnt  woe  ;  ,„  ^\ 

Lei  c-'Sry  eye  with  tender  pity  fio w  ; 

The  hvely  firn,    thru''  failing  drops,  will  Jc  em 

Like  flew*  ry  jtyadiws  c-f  the  fdwr  ftream. 

Tb;;s  [>ea;t;y,.  Heaven's  fixest  orttat>:e  ru,  flail  promt 

EnricVdky  'virtue,  as  c.dcr'd  Ly  hve. 

Forget   your  charms,  f-.n-i  ivoinati s  dear  dvligbt, 

Tbefcps  i-Ml  laxguifi  hire  anther  night. 

No  conqutft  .from  ci:J]sn>.bling/>nilei  tue  ffar  ; 

U'£  only  kilts,  -'-:ba  ivMtnJs  us  --with  u  Utir. 

.     J 

PROLOGUE, 


)t  te  *oft  fuje!t  fi»et  our 
A  beroint,  a  martyr,  and  a  queen  ; 
•dnd  tbo*  the  Poet  darct  nut  boa  ft  his  art, 
The  very  theme  fiall  fomctbing  great  impart, 
To  ivarm  the  gen1  roui  foul,  and  t cue h  the  tender  btart. 
*J  o yeu,  fair  judges,  iue  the  caufe  fubmit  ; 
Your  eyes  Jhall  fell  us  hoiv  '-the  tale  is  ivrit.* 
]f  your  foft  pity  waits  upon  our  woe, 
Ifjilent  tears  for  fu/' ring  virtue  flow ', 
Tour  grief,  the  Muffs  labour  Jball  confe/s, 
{fhe  lively  paffions,  and  the  juft  diftrefs. 
Oh,  could  our  Author's  pencil  jujily  paint, 
Such  as  Jhe  was  in  life,  the  beauteous  faint  ! 
Boldly  your  ft  rift  attention  might  nve  claim, 
j4nd  bid  you  mark  and  copy  out  the  dame. 
No  iv and  ring  glance  one  wanton  thought  confefi'J, 
No  guilty  ivijb  injlam'd  her  Jpotlefs  breaft  : 
The  only  love  that  ivarm' J  her  blooming  youth t 
Was  hit/land,  England,  liberty,  and  truth. 
For  thefe  Jhe  fell ;  while,  with  to.->  weak  a  hand, 
She  ft 'rove  tofave  a  blind,  ungrateful  land. 
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Sut  thus  the  fecret  laws  of  fate  ordain  ; 

William's  great  hand  was  doom' d  to  break  that  chain. 

And  end  the  hopes  of  'Rome 's  tyrannic  reign. 

For  ever,  as  the  circling  years  return, 

Te  grateful  Britons,  crown  the  hero' s  urn  ; 

To  his  juji  care  you  ev'ry  hlejfing  owe, 

Which,   or  his  own,  or  following  reigns  leftovj. 

Tho'  his  hard  fate  a  father's  name  deny  d  \ 

To  you  a  father,   he  that  lofs  fupply'd. 

Then  while  yon  view  the  royal  line's  increafe, 

And  count  the  pledges  of  your  future  peace  ; 

From  this  great  flock  while  Jlill  new  glories  come, 

ConqueJ}  abroad,   and  liberty  at  home  : 

While  you  behold  the  beautiful  ar.d  brave, 

Bright  Princejfes  to  grace  you,    Kings  to  fave, 

Enjoy  the  gift,   but  blefs  the  hand  that  gave. 


A  4  Dra  raatis 


rt        *     £     X      «     S;      Q      ~ 

M     0    „    £    <    «    a!    < 
>-S?5JK>« 


Q 


mm       R: 

'I?  I    ' 


8 

i 


j 


I  "^ 

1^1  B 

1  I  | 

I  \  5 

1 


I   I 
I   ^ 


«  "5 

1      b  4 

if    s   § 

I     1  „•     ?     H  riS 

o'sTjljISjaV          «o 


[      9    '] 

L  A  D  T    J  A  N  E     G  R  A  T. 


ACT     I.     SCENE,    tie  Court. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  Sir  John  Gates. 

North.  >'~T~A  I  S  all  in  vain  ;  Heav'n  has  requir'd  its 

J.  pledge, 

And,  he  muft  die. 

Sujf\  Is  there  an  honefl.  heart, 

Thut  loves  our  England,  does  not  mourn  for  Edward? 
The  Genius  of  our  ifle  is  (book  with  forrow, 
'   He  bows  his  venerable  head  with  pain, 
'   An.d  labours  with  the  ficknefs  of  his  lord.' 
Religion  melts  in  ev'ry  holy  eye. 
'   All  comfortlefs,  amifted,  and  forlorn, 

*  She  fits  on  earth,  and  weeps  upon  her  crofs, 

*  Weary  of  man,  and  his  detefted  ways : 

*  Ev'n  now  (he  feems  to  meditate  her  flight, 
'  And  waft  her  angels  to  the  thrones  above.' 

North.  Ay,  there,  my  lord,  you  touch  our  heavieft 

lois, 

With  him  our  holy  faith  is  doom'd  to  fuffer  ; 
With  him  our  church  (hall  veil  her  facred  front, 

That  lr>te  from  heaps  of  Gothic  ruins  rofe, 

I:i  her  firft  native  fimple  majefty  ; 

The  toil  of  faints,  and  price  of  martyrs  blood, 

Shall  fail  with  Edward,  and  again  old  Rome 

ShrJl  fpread  her  banners;  and  her  monkiih  hofl,' 
Pride,  ignorance,  and  rapine  fliall  return  ; 
Blind,  bloody  zeal,  and  cruel  pricftly  power, 
Shall  fcourge  the  land  for  ten  dark  ages  more. 

Sir  y~.G,  Is  there  no  help  in  all  the  healing  art, 
No  potent  juice  or  drug  to  lave  a  life 
So  precious,   and  p-  -jvc'it  ;t  nation's  fate  ? 

Ncrtb.  Whai  has  been  left  untry'd  :h;;t  art  could  do  ? 
A  5  '  The 
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The  hoary  wrinkled  leech  has  watcji'd  and  toiP'dV 
Try'd  ev'ry  health-reftoring  herb  and  gum, 
And  weary'd  out  his  painful  fcill  in  vain. 
Clofe,  like  a  dragon  folded  in  his  den, 
Some  fecret  venom  preys  upon  his  heart ; 
A  ftubborn  and  unconquerable  flame 
Creeps  in  his  veins,  and  drinks  the  ftreams  of  life  ;' 
His  youthful  fmews  are  unftrang,  cold  fweats, 
And  deadly  palenefs  fit  upon  his  vifage, 
And  every  gafp  we  look  mall  be  his  laft. 

Sir  J,  G.  Doubt  not,  your  Graces,  but  the  popifo 

fadion 

Will  at  this  jundure  urge  their  utmofr,  force, 
All  on  the  princefs  Mary  turn  their  eyes, 
Well  hoping  {he  (hall  build  again  their  altars, 
And  bring  their  idol-worfhip  back  in  triumph. 

'  Nortl\   Good  Heav'n,  ordain  fome  better  fate  for 

England  ! 

*  Sujf.  What  better  can  we  hope,  if  me  fhould  reign  ? 
I  kno.v  her  well,  a  blinded  zealot  is  fne, 
A  gloomy  nature,  fullen  and  fevere, 
Nartnr'd  by  proud  prefumtng  Romifh  priefts, 
Taught  to  believe  they  only  cannot  err, 
Becaufe  they  cannot  err  ;  bred  up  in  fcorn 
Of  reafon,  and  the  whole  lay  world;  inftruded 
To  hate  whoe'er  dificnt  from  what  they  teach,' 
To  purge  the  world  from  hercfy  by  blood, 
To  mafiacrc  a  nation,  and  believe  it 
An  aft  well-pleafing  to  the  Lord  of' Mercy. 
-Thefe  r.re  thy  gods,  Oh  !  Rome,  and  this  thy  fr.ith.' 
Ncrtb.  And  mail  we  tamely  yield  ocrfelves  to  bcrnl- 
Bow  down  before  theft  holy  purple  tyrants,         [age  ? 
And  bid  'em  tread  upon  our  flavifh  necks  ? 
No  ;   let  this  faithful  free-born  Englilh  hand, 
Firft  dig  my  gra\e  in  liberty  and  honour  ! 
And  tho'  I  found  but  cne  more  thus  refolv'd, 
'That  r.onltt  nfsh  ;>nd  I  would  die  together. 

S:tjj\  Do'ubt  not,  there  are  ten  thoufand,   nnd  ten 
jfbft.  [th.oufr.nd, 

iVr^.  G\   The  lift  1  gave 
In  o  vonr  jrraca's  hand  laft  night,  declares 

..:d  friends  at  full.  [To  Northumb. 

North. 
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North.  Rz  it  your  care, 

Good  Sir  John  Gates,  to  fee  your  friends  appointed 
And  ready  for  the  occafion.     Hafte  this  inflant, 
Lofe  not  a  moment's  time. 

Sir  J.  G.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit  Sir  J.  Gates. 

North.  Your  grace's  princely  daughter,  lady  Jane, 
Is  (he  yet  come  to  court  ? 

S*f. :  Notyetarnv'd, 
But  with  the  fooneft  I  expeft  her  here. 
1  know  her  duty  to  the  dying  king, 
Join'd  with  my  ftricl:  commands  to  haften  hither, 
Will  bring  her  on  the  wing. 

North.  Befeech  your  grace, 
To  fpeed  another  meflenger  to  prefs  her  ; 
For  on  her  happy  prefence  all  our  counfels 
Depend,   and  take  their  fate. 

Sujf.  Upon  the  inftant 
Your  grace  mall  be  obey'd.    I  go  to  fummon  her. 

[Exit  Suffolk. 

North.  What  trivial  influences  hold  dominion 
O'er  wife  men's  counlels,  and  the  fate  of  empire  ? 
The  greateft  fchemes  that  human  wit  can  forge, 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice, 
Depend  upon  our  hufbanding  a  moment, 
.And  the  light  lafting  of  a  woman's  will ; 
As  if  the  Lord  of  Nature  fliould  delight 
To  hang  this  pond'rous  globe  upon  a  hair, 
And  bid  it  dance  before  a  breath  of  wind.' 
She  muft  be  here,  and  lodg'd  in  Guilford's  arms, 
Ere  Edward  dies,  or  all  we've  done  is  marr'd. 
Ha  !  Pembroke  !  that's  a  bar  which  thwarts  my  way  ! 
His  fiery  temper  brooks  not  oppofition, 
And  muft  be  met  with  foft  and  lupple  arts, 
'  With  crouching  courtefy,  and  honey'd  words,' 
Such  as  affuage  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  ftrong. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Pembroke. 
Good-morrow,   noble  Pembroke  :  we  have  ftaid 
The  meeting  of  the  council  for  your  prefence. 

Pern.  For  mine,  my  lord  !  you  mock  your  fervant, 
To  fay  that  I  am  wanted,  where  yourfelf,  [fure, 

The  great  Alcides  of  our  ftate,  is  prefcnt, 
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Whatever  dangers  menace  prince  or  people, 

Our  great  Northumberland  is  arm'd  to  meet  'emr?  vM 

The  ableft  head,   and  firmeft  heart  you  bear, 

Nor  need  a  fecond  in  the  glorious  taflc  : 

Equal  yourfelf  to  all  the  toils  of  empire. 

North.  No  ;  as  I  honour  virtue,  I  have  try'd, 
And  know  my  ftrength  too  well  !   nor  can  the  voice 
Of  friendly  flattery,  like  yours,  deceive  me. 
J  know  my  temper  liable  topafiions, 
And  all  the  frailties  common  to  our  nature  ; 
'   Blind  to  events,  too  eafy  of  perfuaiion, 
'   And  often  too,  too  often,   have  I  err'd  :' 
Much  therefore  have  I  need  of  fome  good  man, 
Some  wife  and  honeft  heart,  whole  friendly  aid 
Might  guide  my  treading  thro'  our  prefent  dangers ; 
And,   by  the  honour  of  my  name,  I  fwear, 
J  know  not  one  of  all  our  Engliih  peers,  [broke. 

Whom  I  wou'd  chufe  for  that  belt  friend,  like  Pem- 

Pem.  *  What  (hall  I  anfwer  to  a  trutt  fo  noble, 
'   This  prodigality  of  praife  and  honour?' 
Were  not  your  grace  too  generous  of  fot-1, 
To  fpeak  a  language  differing  from  your  heart, 
How  might  I  think  you  could  not  mean  this  goodnci* 
To  one  whom  his  ill-fortune  has  ordain'd 
The  rival  of  your  fon. 

North.  No  more ;  I  fcorn  a  thought 
So  much  below  the  dignity  of  virtue. 
'Tis  true,  I  look  on  Guilford  like  a  father, 
Lean  on  his  fide,  and  fee  but  half  his  failings  : 
But  on  a  point  like  this,   when  equal  merit 
Stands  forth  to  make  its  bold  appeal  to  honour, 
And  calls  to  have  the  balance  held  in  juflice  ; 
Away  with  all  the  fondnefles  of  nature  1 
I  judge-of  Pembroke  and  my  fon  alike. 

Pern.   I  alt  no  more  to  bind  me  to  your  fervice. 

North.  The  realm  is  now  at  hazard,  and  bold  fac- 
Threaxen  change,  tumult,  and  difail'rous  days,    [tions- 
"Thefe  fears  drive  out  the  gentler  thoughts  of  joy, 
Of"  courtfhip,  and  of  love.'   Grant,  Hcav'n,  the  ftatc 
To  fa  in  peace  and  fafety  once  again  ; 
Then  fpeak  yourpaffion.  to  the  princely  maid, 

And 
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And  fair  fuccefs  attend  you.     For  myfelf, 
My  voice  (hall  go  as  far  for  you,  my  lord, 
As  for  my  fon,  and  beauty  be  the  umpire. 
But  now  a  heavier  matter  calls  upon  us  ; 
The  king  with  life  juft  lab'ring  ;  and  I  fear, 
The  council  grow  impatient  at  our  ftay. 

Pern.    One   moment's    paufe,    and   I   attend   your 
grace.  [Exit  North. 

Old  Winchefter  cries  to  me  oft,  Beware 
Of  proud  Northumberland.     The  telly  prelate, 
Froward  with  age,  with  difappointed  hopes, 
And  zealous  for  old  Rome,  rails  on  the  duke,    . 
Sufpecting  him  to  favour  the  new  teachers  : 
Yet  ev'n  in  that,  if  I  judge  right,  he  errs. 
But  were  it  fo,  what  are  thefe  monkifh  quarrels, 
Thefe  wordy  wars  of  proud  ill-manner'd  fchool-uien, 
To  us  and  our  lay  intereil  ?  Let  'em  rail 
And  worry  one  another  at  their  pleafure. 
This  duke,  of  late,  by  many  worthy  offices, 
Has  fought  my  friendihip.     And  yet  more,  his  fon, 
The  nobleit  youth  our  England  has  to  boail  of, 
The  gentleft  nature,  and  the  braveft  fpirir, 
Has  made  me  long  the  partner  of  his  breafh 
Nay,  v.'hen  he  found,  in  fpite  of  the  refinance 
My  ftruggling  heart  had  made  to  do  him  juitice, 
That  I  was  grown  his  rival  ;  he  {trove  hard, 
And  would  not  turn  ine  forth  from  out  his  bofom, 
But  call'd  me  ilill  his  friend.'  And  fee  I  He  comes. 

Enter  Lord  Guilford. 

Oh,  Guilford  !  juil  as  thou  wert  ent'ring  here, 
My  thought  was  running  all  thy  virtues  over, 
And  wond'ring  how  thy  foul  cou'd  chufc  a  partner 
So  much  unlike  itfelf. 

GuiL  How  cou'd  my  tongue 
Take  pleafure,  and  be  lavilh  in  thy  praifc  ! 
How  coukl  I  ipcak  thy  noblenefs  of  nature, 
Thy  open  manly  heart,  thy  courage,  conilancy, 
And  in-born  truth  unknowing  to  difiemble  ! 
Thou  art  the  man  in  whom  my  foul  delights, 
In  whom,   next  Heav'n,  I  truit. 
-Pens.  Oh,  gen'rous  youth  ; 

8  What 
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What  can  a  heart,  ftubborn  and  fierce,  like  mine, 

Return  to  all  thy  fweetnefs  ? Yet  I  wou'd, 

I  wou'd  be  grateful  — Oh,  my  cruel  fortune-JsknoO 
Wou'd  I  had  never  feen  her,  never  caft 
Mine  eyes  on  Suffolk's  daughter  1 

Guil.  So  wou'd  I  ! 
Since  'twas  my  fate  to  fee  and  love  her  firft. 

Pern.  Oh  !  Why  fhou'd  me,  that  univerfal  goodneis^ 
Like  light,  a  common  bleffing  to  the  world, 
Rife  like  a  comet,  fatal  to  our  friendship, 
And  threaten  it  with  ruin  ? 

Guil.  Heav'n  forbid  ! 
But  tell  me,  Pembroke,  is  it  not  in  virtue 
To  arm  againll  this  proud  imperious  paffion  ? 
'  Does  holy  friendfhip  dwell  fo  near  to  envy, 

*  She  could  not  bear  to  fee  another  happy/ 
If  blind  miltaken  chance,  and  partial  beauty 
Should  join  to  favour  Guilford  ? 

Pern.  Name  it  not, 
My  fiery  fpirits  kindle  at  the  thought, 
And  hurry  me  to  rage. 

Guil.   And  yet  I  think 

I  fhou'd  not  murmur,  were  thy  lot  to  profper, 
And  mine  to  be  refus'd.     Though  fure,  the  lofs 
Wou'd  wound  me  to  the  heart. 

Pern.  Ha  !   Could'ft  thou  bear  it  ? 
And  yet  perhaps  thou  might'lt :  thy  gentle  temper 
Is  form'd  with  paffion s  mix'd  in  due  proportion, 
Where  no  one  over-bears,  nor  plays  the. tyrant, 

•  But  join  in  Nature's  bufinefs,  and  thy  happineis  :' 
While  mine,  difdaining  Reafon  and  her  laws, 

Like  all  thou  can'ft  imagine,  wild  and  furious, 
Now  drive  me  headlong  on,  now  whirl  me  back, 
And  hurl  my  unflable  flitting  foul 
To  ev'ry  mad  extreme.     Then  pity  me, 

And  let  my  weaknefs  ftand 

Enter  Sir  John  Gates. 

Sir  J.  G.  The  lords  of  council 
Wait  with  impatience 

Pern.  I  attend  their  pleafure.     [Exit  Sir  J.  Gates. 
This  only,  and  no  more  then.     Whatfoever 

Fortune 
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Fortune  decrees,  ftill  let  us  call  to  mind 

Our  friendfhip  and  our  honour.     And  fince  love 

Condemns  us  to  be  rivals  for  one  prize, 

Let  us  contend,  as  friends  and  brave  men  ought, 

With  opennefs  and  juftice  to  each  other  ; 

That  he  who  wins  the  fair-one  to  his  arms, 

May  take  her  as  the  crown  of  great  defert, 

And  if  the  wretched  lofer  does  repine, 

His  own  heart  and  the  world  may  all  condemn  him. 

[Exit  Pem. 

Guil.  How  crofs  the  ways  of  life  lie  !  While  we 
We  travel  on  direft  in  one  high  road,  [think 

And  have  our  journey's  end  oppos'd  in  view, 
A  thoufand  thwarting  paths  break  in  upon  us, 
To  puzzle  and  perplex  our  wand'ring  fteps. 
Love,  friendfhip,  hatred,  in  their  turns  miflead  us, 
And  ev'ry  paflion  has  its  feparate  intereft  : 
Where  is  that  piercing  forefight  can  unfold 
Where  all  this  mazy  error  will  have  end, 
And  tell  the  doom  referv'd  for  me  and  Pembroke  r 
'  There  is  but  one  end  certain,  that  is — Death  : 
'  Yet  ev'n  that  certainty  is  ftill  uncertain. 
'  For  of  thefe  feveral  tracks  which  lie  before  us, 
*  We  know  that  one  leads  certainly  to  death, 
'  But  know  not  which  that  one  is.'     'Tis  in  vain, 
This  blind  divining  ;  let  me  think  no  more  on't  : 
And  fee  the  miftrefs  of  our  fate  appear  ! 

Enter  Lady  Jane   Gray.      Attendants. 
Hail,  princely  maid  !  who  with  aufpicious  beauty 
Chear'ft  ev'ry  dooping  heart  in  this  fad  place  ; 
Who,  like  the  (liver  regent  of  the  night, 
Lift'ft  up  thy  facred  beams  upon  the  land, 
To  bid  the  gloom  look  gay,  difpel  our  horrors, 
And  make  us  lefs  lament  the  fetting  fun. 

L.  J.  Gny.   Yes,  Guilford;  well  doit   thou  com- 
pare my  pre fence 

To  the  faint  comfort  of  the  waining  moon  : 
Like  her  cold  orb,  a  chearlefs  gleam  I  bring: 
'  Silence  and  heavinefs  of  heart,  with  dews 
'  To  drefs  the-face  of  nature  all  in  tears.' 
But  fay,  how  fares  the  king? 

Guil. 
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Gut  I.  He  lives  as  yet, 
But  ev'ry  moment  cuts  away  a  hope, 
Adds  to  our  fears,  and  gives  the  infant  faint 
Great  profpetl  of  his  op'ning  heaven. 

L.  J.  Gray.   '  Defcend,  ye  choirs  of  angels  to   re- 

'  ceive  him, 

'  Tune  your  melodious  harps  to  fome  high  ftrain, 
'  And  waft  him  upwards  with  a  fong  of  triumph  ; 
•  A  purer  foul,  and  one  more  like  yourfelves, 
4  Ne'er  entered  at  the  golden  gates  of  blifs.' 
OGuilford!  What  remains  for  wretched  England, 
When  he,  our  guardian  angel,  mall  forfake  us? 
'  For  whofe  dear  fake  Heav'n  fpar'd  a  guilty  land, 
'  And  fcattered  not  its  plagues  while  Edward  reign'd.' 

Guil.  I  own  my  heart  bleeds  inward  at  the  thought, 
'   And  rifing  horrors  crowd  the  op'ning  fcene.' 
And  yet,  forgive  me,  thou,  my  native  country, 
Thou  land  of  liberty,  thou  nurfe  of  heroes, 
Forgive  me,  if  in  fpite  of  all  thy  dangers, 
New  fprings  of  pleafure  flow' within  my  bofom, 
When  thus  'tis  giv'n  me  to  behold  thole  eyes, 
Thus  gaze  and  wonder,  'how  excelling  nature 

Can  give  each  day  new  patterns  of  her  fkill, 

And  yet  at  once  furpafs  'em.' 

L.  J.  Gray.   Oh,   vain  flattery  ! 

Harfh  and  ill-founding  ever  to  my  ear ; 

But  on  a  day  like  this,  the  raven's  note 

Strikes  on  my  fenie  more  fweetly.'     But,  no  more, 

I  charge  thee  touch  the  ungrateful  theme  no  moic  j* 
Lead  me,  to  pay  my  duty  to  the  king, 
To  wet  his  pale  co!d  hand  with  thele  lafl  tears, 
.And  fhare  the  bleCings  of  his  parting  breath. 

Guil.  Werel  like  dying  Edward,  lure  a  touch 
Of  this  dear  hand  would  kindle  life  anew. 
But  I  obey,  I  dread  that  gath'ring  frown;         .    hfiT 
And,  Oh,  whene'er  my  bofom  fwells  with  paffion, 
And  my  full  heart  is  pain'd  with  ardent  love, 
Allow  me  but  to  )'v>;>  *.  i  you,  and  figh  ; 
*Tis  all  thw  humble  jo;  that  Guilford  afks. 

/,.  J.  Cray,  biill  wilt  thou  frame  thy  fpeech  to  thu 
vain  purpofe, 

x  •  When  ' 
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'  When  the  wan  king  of  terrors  (talks  before  us,' 
When  univerfal  ruin  gathers  round, 
And  no  efcape  is  left  us?  Are  we  not 
Like  wretches  in  a  ftorm,  whom  ev'ry  moment 
The  greedy  deep  is  gaping  to  devour  ? 
'  Around  us  fee  the  pale  dcfpairing  crew, 
'  Wring  their  fad  hands,  and  give  their  labour  o'er  ;' 
The  hope  of  life  has  ev'ry  heart  forfook, 
And  horror  fits  on  each  diftrafted  look  ; 
'   One  folemn  thought  of  death  does  all  employ, 
'   And  cancels,  like  a  dream,  delight  and  joy  ; 
'  One  forrow  ftreams  from  all  their  weeping  eyes, 
'   And  one  confenting  voice  for  mercy  cries  :' 
Trembling,  they  dread  juft  Heav'n's  avenging  power, 
Mourn  their  pall  lives,  and  wait  the  fatal  hour. 

[Exeutit. 


ACT    II.      SCENE    continues. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,   And  tht  Duke  of 

Suffolk. 
North.  \7  ET  then  be  chear'd  my  heart,  amidft  thy 

\     mourning. 

'  Though  fate  hang  heavy  o'er  us,  tho'  pale  fear 
'  And  wild  diftra£ion  fit  on  every  face  ;' 
Though  never  day  of  grief  was  known  like  this, 
Let  me  rejoice,  and  blefs  the  hallow'd  light, 
Whofe  beams  aufpicious  (bine  upon  our  union. 
And  bid  me  call  the  noble  Suffolk  brother. 

Sufi  I  know  not  what  fecret  my  foul  prefages. 
But  fomething  feems  to  whifper  me  within, 
That  \ve  have  been  too  hafty.     «  For  myfelf, 

I  wirh  this  matter  had  been  yet  delay'd  ; 

That  we  had  waited  fome  more  blefTed  time, 

Some  better  day  with  happier  omens  hallow'd, 

For  Love  to  kindle  up  his  holy  flame, 

But  you,  my  noble  brother,  wou'd  prevail, 

And  I  have  yielded  to  you.' 

North.  Doubt  not  any  thing  ; 
Nor  hold  the  hour  unlucky,  that  good  Heav'n> 

'Who 
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'  Who  foftens  the  corrections  of  his  hand,  /9  nj 

•  And  mixes  Hill  a  comfort  with  airliclions,' 
Has  giv'n  to-day  a  blefiing  in  our  children, 
To  wipe  away  our  tears  for  dying  Edward. 

Stiff'.  In  that  I  trull.     Good  angels  be  our  guard, 
And  make  my  fears  prove  vain.     But  fee  !  my  wife  ! 
With  her,  your  fon,  the  generous  Guilford,  comes  ; 
She  has  inform'd  him  of  our  prefent  purpofe. 
Enter  the  Duchefs  of  Suffolk,  and  Lord  Guilford. 

Gui/.  How  mail  1  fpeak  the  fulnefs  of  my  hear:  ? 
What  fhall  I  fay,  to  blefs  you  for  this  goodnefs  ? 
Oh,,  gracious  princefs  !  But  my  life  is  yours, 
And  all  the  bufinefs  of  my  years  to  come, 
Is,  to  attend  with  humbleft  duty  on  you, 
And  pay  my  vow'd  obedience  at  your  feet. 

Duch.  Sujf.  Yes,  noble  youth,  I  mare  in  all  thy  joys, 
'  In  all  the  joys  which  this  fad  day  can  give. 

*  The  dear  delight  I  have  to  call  thee  fon, 

'  Comes  like  a  cordial  to  my  drooping  fpirits  ; 

'  It  broods  with  gentle  warmth  upon  my  bofom, 

'  And  melts  that  troll  of  death  which  hung  about  me.* 

But  hafte  !  Inform  my  daughter  of  our  pleafurc : 

'  Let  thy  tongue  put  on  all  its  pleafmg  eloquence. 

'  Inflruft  thy  love  to  fpeak  of  comfort  to  her, 

«  To  footh  her  griefs,  and  chear  the  mourning  maid,* 

North.  All  defolate  and  drown 'd  in  flowing  tears, 
By  Edward's  bed  the  pious  princefs  fits; 

*  Faft  from  her  lifted  eyes  the  pearly  drops 

'  Fall  trickling  o'er  her  cheek,  while  holy  ardour, 
'  And  fervent  zeal  pour  forth  her  lab'ring  foul ;' 
And.  ev'ry  figh  is  wing'd  with  pray'rs  fo  potent,bnA 
As  ftrive  with  Heav'n  to  fave  her  dying  lord.  .  i\:  pf  *> 

Duch.  Suff".  From  the  firft  early  days  of  infant  life, 
A  gentle  band  of  friendship  grew  betwixt  'era^-^c 
And  while  our  royal  uncle  Hen-y  reign'd, 
As  brother  and  as  filler  bred  together, 
Beneath  one  common  parent's  care  they  liv'd.  -  j,nf 

North.  A  wondrous  fympathy  of  fouls  confpir'd 
To  form  the  facred  union.     '  Lady  Jane, 

*  Of  all  his  royal  blood  was  ftill  the  deareft ; 

,  'In 
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In  ev'ry  innocent  delight  they  fhar'd, 

They  fung,  and  danc'd,  and  fat,  and  walk'd  toge- 

Nay,  in  the  graver  bufinefs  of  his  youth,        [ther  ; 

When  books  and  learning  call'd  him  from  his  fports, 

Ev'n  there  the  princely  maid  wa^s  his  companion. 

She  left  the  mining  court  to  lhare  his  toil, 

To  turn  with  him  the  grave  hi^orian's  page, 

And  taile  the  rapture  of  the  poet's  fong  ; 

To  fearch  the  Latin  and  the  Grecian  ilorcs, 

And  wonder  at  the  mighty  minds  of  old.' 
Eater  Lady  Jane  Gray,  weeping. 

L.  J.  Gray.  Wo't  thou  not  break,  my  neart ! 

Sujf'.  Alas !  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Guil.  Oh,  fpeak! 

Ducb.  Sujf'.  How  fares  the  king  ? 

North.   Say,   is  he  dead  ? 

L.  y.  Gray.  The  faints  and  angels  have  him. 

Duch.  Sujf.   Wrhen  t  left  him, 
He  feem'd  a  little  chear'd,   '  juft  as  you  enter'd * 

L.  y.  Gray.  As  I  approach'd  to  kneel  and  pay  my 

duty, 

He  rais'd  his  feeble  eyes,  and  faintly  fmiling. 
Are  you  then  come  ?  he  cry'd  :   I  only  liv'o. 
To  bid  farewell  to  thee,  my  gentle  coufin  ; 
'  To  fpeak  a  few  fhort  words  to  thee,   and  die.' 
With  that  he  preft  nay  hand,  and,   Oh  ! — he  faid, 
When  I  am  gone,  do  thou  be  good  to  England, 
Keep  to  that  faith  in  which  we  both  were  bred, 
And  to  the  end  be  conftant.     More  I  wou'd, 

But  cannot There  his  fault'ring  fpirits  fail'd, 

'   And- turning  ev'ry  thought  from  earth  at  once, 
'  To  that  beft  place  where  all  his  hopes  were  fix'd, 

*  Earneft  hepray'd; Merciful,  great  defender  ! 

'  Preferve  thy  holy  altars  undefil'd, 

*  Protect  this  land  from  bloody  men  and  idols, 

*  Save  my  poor  people  from  the  yoke  of  Rome, 

*  And  take  thy  painful  fervant  to  thy  mercy.' 
Then  finking  on  his  pillow,  with  a  figh, 
He  breath'd  his  innocent  and  faithful  foul 
Into  his  hands  who  gave  it. 

'  Gut/.  Crowns  of  glory, 

'Such 
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•  Such  as  the  brighteft  angels  wear,  be  on  him  : 
«  Peace  guard  his  afhes  here,  and  paradife 

•  With  all  its  endlefs  blifs  be  open  to  him.' 

North.  Our  grief  be  on  his  grave.  Our  prefent  duty 
Enjoins  to  fee  his  laft  commands  obey'd. 
I  hold  it  fit  his  death  be  not  made  known 
To  any  but  our  friends.     To-morrow  early 
The  council  mail  affemble  at  the  Tower. 
Mean  while,  I  beg  your  grace  wou'd  ftrait  inform    - 
tfTo  the  Duchefs  of  Suffolk. 
Your  princely  daughter  of  our  refolution  ; 
Our  common  intereft  in  that  happy  tie, 
Demands  our  fwifteft  care  to  fee  it  finilh'd. 

Duck.  Suf.    My  lord,  you    have  determin'd  well. 

Lord  Guilford, 

Be  it  your  talk  to  fpeak  at  large  our  purpofe. 
Daughter,  receive  this  lord  as  one  whom  I, 
Your  father,  and  his  own,   ordain  your  hofband  : 
What  more  concerns  our  will  and  your  obedience, 
We  leave  you  to  receive  from  him  at  leifure. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  Duchefs  of  Suffolk, 

and  Duke  of  Northumberland. 
Gut/.  Wo't  thou  not  fpare  a  moment  from  thy  for- 

rows, 

'  And  bid  thefe  bubbling  fir  earns  forbear  to  flow  ? 
'  Wo't  thou  not  give  one  interval  to  joy  ;' 
One  little  paufe,  while  humbly  I  unfold 
The  happieft  tale  my  tongue  was  ever  bleft  with  ? 

L.  J.  Gray.  My  heart  is  cold  within  me,  ev'ry  fenfc 
Is  dead  to  joy  ;  but  I  will  hear  thee,  Guilford, 
'  Nay,  1  muft  hear  thee,  fuch  is  her  command, 
'  Whom  early  duty  taught  me  ftill  t'  obey.' 
Yet,  Oh  !   forgive  me,   if  to  all  the  (lory, 
Though  eloquence  divine  attend  thy  fpeaking, 
'  Though  ev'ry  mufe  and  ev'ry  grace  do  crown  thee  ;' 
Forgive  me,  if  I  cannot  better  anfwer, 

Than  weeping thus,  and  thus 

Guil.  If  I  offend  thee, 
Let  me  be  dumb  for  ever  ;  '  let  not  life 
*  Inform  thefe  breathing  organs  of  my  voice, 
'  If  any  found  from  me  diilurb  thy  quiet. 

'  What 
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'  What  is  my  peace  or  happinefs  to  thine  ?' 
No;  tho'  our  noble  parents  had  decreed, 
And  urg'd  high  reaions  which  import  the  ftate, 
This  night  to  give  thee  to  my  faithful  arms, 
My  fairell  bride,  my  only  earthly  blifs. • 

L.  J.  Gray.  How  !  Guilford  !  on  this  night? 

Guil.  This  happy  night  : 
Yet  if  thou  art  refolv'd  to  crofs  my  fate, 
If  this  my  utmoftwiih  (hall  give  thec  pain, 
Now  rather  let  the  ftroke  of  death  fall  on  me, 
And  It  retch  me  out  a  lifelefs  corfe  before  thec  : 
'  Let  me  be  Avept  away  with  things  forgotten, 
'  Be  huddled  up  in  foine  obfcure  blind  grave, 
'  E'er  thou  fhould'ftfay  my  love  has  made  thee  wretch- 
'   Or  drop  one  fingle  tear  for  Guilford's  fake.'         [ed, 

L.  J.  Gray.   Alas  !   I    have  too  much  of  death  al- 
And  want  not  thine  to  furnifh  out  new  horror,   [ready, 
'   Oh  !  dreadful  thought,  if  thou  vvert  dead  indeed, 
'  What  hope  were  left  me  then  ?  Yes,  I  will  own, 
'  Spite  of  the  blufh  that  burns  my  maiden  cheek,  ' 
'  My  heart  lias  fondly  lean'd  towards  thee  long  : 
'  Thy  fv.cftiifis,  virtue,  and  unblemidi'd youth, 
'  Hive  won  a  place  for  thee  within  my  bofoTn  : 
'  And  it  my  eyes  Icok  coldly  on  thee  no\v, 
'   And  faun  thy  iove  on  this  difaftrous  day, 
'  it  is  becauie  1  would  not  deal  fo  hardly, 
'  To  give  thee  iighs  for  all  thy  faithful  vows, 
'   And  pay  thy  tendcrneis  with  nought  but  tears. 

*  Ar.d  yt-t  'tis  all  1  have. 
Guil.  '  I  aflc  no  more  ;' 

Let  me  but  call  thee  mine,   confirm  that  hope, 

To  charm  the  doubts  which  vex  my  anxious  ioul  ; 

For  all  the  roil,   co  thou  allot  it  for  me, 

And  at  thy  pleafure  portion  out  my  blefiings. 

'   My  eyes  ftiall  learn  to  fmile  or  weep  from  thine, 

'  Nor  will  I  think  of  joy  while  thou  art  fad. 

'  Nay,  could'll  thou  be  fo  cruel  to  command  it, 

'  I  will  forego  a  bridegroom's  facred  right, 

'  And  fleep  far  from  thee,  on  th'  unwholefome  earth, 

*  Where  damps  arife,  and  whiitling  winds  blow  loud, 

when  the  day  returns,  come  drooping  to  thee, 

'  My 
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My  locks  flill  drizzling  with  die  dews  of  night, 
And  chear  my  heart  with  thee  as  with  the  morning. 
'  L.  J.  Gray.  Say,  wo't  thou  confecrate  the  night  t» 
And  give  up  every  fenfe  to  foleran  fadnefs  r  [for row, 
Wo't  thou,  in  watching,  wafte  the  tedious  hours, 
Sit  filently  and  careful  by  my  fide,. 
Lift  to  the  tolling  clocks,  the  cricket's  cry, 
And  ev'ry  melancholy  midnight  noife  ? 
Say,  wo't  thou  banifli  pleafure  and  delight  ? 
Wo't  tbou  forget  that  ever  we  have  lov'd.*  «  vna  'il  v 
And  only  now  and  then  let  fall  a  tear, 
To  mourn  for  Edward's  lofs,  and  England's  falc? 
'  Guil.  Unweary'd  ftill,  I  will  attend  thy  woes, 
And  be  a  very  faithful  partner  to  thee. 
Near  thee  I  will  complain  in  fighs  as  numberleA 
As  murmurs  breathing  in  the  leafy  grove  : 
My  eyes  mail  mix  their  falling  drops  with  thinej  HA. 
Conftant,  as  never-ceafing  waters  roll,     :,  aw  wcH  * 
That  purl  and  gurgle  o'er  their  fands  forever,    -r  ^M 
The  fun  (hall  fee  my  grief,  thro'  all  his  courfe;j  311$ 
And  when  night  comes,  fad  Philomel,  who  plains 
From  ftarry  vefper  to  the  rofy  dawn,         t  j^rfw  bnA. 
Shall  ceafe  to  tune  her  lamentable  long,          ,    )  joH 
E'er  I  give  o'er  to  weep  and  mourn  with  thee.   •  [  iH0 
L.  J.  Gray.  Here  then  I  take  thee  to  my  heart  for 

ever,  [Givi*i  her  hand.    - 

The  dear  companion  of  my  future  days  :  ;aiot  WOH  ' 
Whatever  Providence  allots  for  each,  Ot  tjaijl  A  * 
Be  that  the  common  portion  of  us  both ;  .^oTtbl  wsH 
Share  all  the  griefs  of  thy  unhappy  Jane  ;  ,  bnA 

But  if  good  Heav'n  has  any  joys  in  ftore, 
Let  them  be  all  thy  own.'  jis3ii  ^Wl  AuiO 

Guil.  Thou  wond'rous  goodnefs ,!     ^  -^f\ra  bnA 

Heav'n  gives  too  much  at  once  in  giving  thee.  /[fatf 
And  by  the  common  courfe  of  things  below, 
Where  each  delight  is  temper'd  with  afHidion,    yM  » 
Some  evil  terrible  and  unforefeen,  |O  j^oig'.luo: 
Muft  fure  enfue,  to  poife  the  fcale  againft      ,,fl33ioiH 
This  vaft  profufion  of  exceeding  pleafm-q,'n03  i  bnt\ 
But  be  it  fo,  let  it  be  death  and  ruin, 
On  any  terms  I  take  thee.' 

L. 
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L.  J.  Gray.  Trull  our  fate 
'  To  him  whofe  gracious  wifdom  guides  our  ways, 

*  And  makes  what  we  think  evil  turn  to  good.' 
Permit  me  now  to  leave  thee  and  retire  ; 

I'll  fummon  all  my  reafon  and  my  duty, 

To  footh  this  llorm  within,  and  frame  my  heart 

To  yield  obedience  to  my  noble  parents. 

Gxil.  Good  angels  minifter  their  comforts  to  thee. 
And,  Oh  !  '  if,  as  my  fond  belief  wou'd  hope, 
'  If  any  word  of  mine  be  gracious  to  thee,' 
I  beg  thee,  I  conjure  thee,  drive  away 
Thofe  murd'rous  thoughts  of  grief  that  kill  thy  quiet. 
Reftore  thy  gentle  bofom's  native  peace, 
Lift  up  the  light  of  gladnefs  in  thy  eyes, 
And  chear  my  heavinefs  with  one  dear  fmile. 

L.  J.  Gray.  Yes,  Guilford,  I  will  ftudy  to  forget 
All  that  the  royal  Edward  has  been  to  me, 
'  How  we  have  lov'd,  even  from  our  very  cradles.' 
My  private  lofs  no  longer  will  I  mourn, 
But  ev'ry  tender  thought  to  thee  mail  turn  : 
With  patience  I'll  fubmit  to  Heav'n's  decree, 
And  what  I  loft  in  Edward,  find  in  thee. 
But  Oh  !  when  I  revolve  what  ruins  wait 
Our  finking  altars  and  the  falling  ftate  : 

•  When  I  confider  what  my  native  land 

•  Expeded  from  her  pious  fov'reign's  hand  ; 

«  How  form'd  he  was  to  fave  her  from  diftrefs, 

*  A  king  to  govern,  and  a  faint  to  blefs :' 
New  forrow  to  my  lab'ring  breaft  fucceeds, 

And  my  whole  heart  for  wretched  England  bleeds. 

[Exit  Lady  Jane  Gray. 

Gull.  My  heart  finks  in  me,  at  her  foft  complaining; 
And  ev'ry  moving  accent  that  me  breathes 
Refolves  my  courage,  flackens  my  tough  nerves, 
And  melts  me  down  to  infancy  and  tears. 
My  fancy  palls,  and  takes  diftafte  at  pleafure  : 
My  foul  grows  out  of  tune,  it  loaths  the  world, 
Sickens  at  all  the  noife  and  folly  of  it ; 
And  I  cou'd  fet  me  down  in  fome  dull  (hade, 
Where  lonely  contemplation  keeps  her  cave, 
And  dwells  with  hoary  hermits  j  there  forget  myfelf, 

'  Thej-« 
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c  There  fix  my  flupid  eyes  upon  the  earth, 
*  And  mufe  away  an  age  in  deepeft  melancholy.' 
Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern.  Edward  is  dead ;  fo  faid  the  great  Northum- 
As  now  he  fl»ot  along  by  me  in  haite.  [berland, 

He  prefs'd  my  hand,  and  in  a  whifper  begg'd  me 
To  guard  the  fecret  carefully  as  life, 
Till  fome  few  hoars  mould  pafs ;  for  much  hung  on  it. 
Much  may  indeed  hang  on  it.     See  my  Guilford  ! 
My  friend  !  [Speaking  to  him. 

GUI!.  Ha  !  Pembroke  ?  {Starting. 

Pern.  Wherefore  doll  thou  ftart  ? 
Why  fits  that  wild  diforder  on  thy  vifage, 
Somewhat  that  looks  like  paffions  ftrange  to  thee, 
The  palenefs  of  furprize  and  ghaftly  fear  ? 
Since  I  have  known  thee  firft,  and  call'd  thee  friend, 
I  never  faw  thee  fo  unlike  thyfelf, 
So  chang'd  upon  a  fudden. 

Guil.  How !  fo  chang'd  ! 

Pern.  So  to  my  eye  thou  feem'lt. 

Guil.  The  king  is  dead. 

Pern.  I  learn'd  it  from  thy  father, 
Juft  as  I  enter'd  here.     But  fay,  cou'd  that, 
A  fate  which  ev'ry  moment  we  expected, 
Diftraft  thy  thought,  or  ftiock  thy  temper  thus? 

Guil.  Oh,  Pembroke  !  'tis  in  vain  to  hide  from  thee! 
For  thou  haft  look'd  into  my  artlefs  bofom, 
And  feen  at  once  the  hurry  of  my  foul. 
'Tis  true,  thy  coming  ftruck  me  with  furprize. 

I  have  a  thought But  wherefore  faid  I  one  ? 

I  have  a  thoufand  thoughts  all  up  in  arms, 
'   Like  pop'lous  tov/ns  difturb'd  at  dead  of  night, 
4  That,  mix'd  in  darknefs,  bcitle  to  and  fro, 
'  As  if  their  bufmefs  were  to  make  confufion.' 

Pern.  Then  fure  our  better  angels  call'd  me  hither; 
For  this  is  friendfhip's  hour,  and  friendship's  office, 
To  come  when  counfel  and  when  help  is  wanting, 
To  fliare  the  pain  of  every  gnawing  care, 
To  fpeak  of  comfort  in  die  time  of  trouble, 
To  reach  a  hand  and  fave  thee  from  adverfity. 

Guil.  And  wo't  thou  be  a  friend  to  rae  indeed? 

And 
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And  while  I  lay  my  bofom  bare  before  thee, 
«  VY'o't  thou  deal  tenderly,  and  let  thy  hand 

*  Pafs  gently  over  ev'ry  painful  part  ?' 

Wo't  thou  with  patience  hear,  and  judge  with  temper,? 
And  if  perchance  thou  meet  with  fomething  harfh, 
Somewhat  to  rouze  thy  rage,  and  grate  thy  foul, 
Wo't  thou  be  matter  of  thyfelf  ana  bear  it  ? 

Pern.  Away  with  all  this  needlefs  preparation  ! 
Thou  know'll  thou  art  fo  dear,  fo  facred  to  me. 
That  I  can  never  think  thee  an  offender. 
If  it  were  fo,  that  I  indeed  muft  judge  thee, 
I  mould  take  part  with  thee  againft  myfelf, 

*  And  call  thy  fault  a  virtue.' 
Gar/.   But  fuppofe 

The  thought  were  fomewhat  that  concern'd  our  love. 

Pern.  No  more  ;  thou  know'ft  we  fpoke  of  that  to- 
And  on  what  terms  we  left  it.     'Tis  a  fubjeft,  [day, 
Of  which,   if  poflible,  J  would  not  think; 
I  beg  that  we  may  mention  it  no  more. 

Gui/.  Can  we  not  fpeak  of  it  with  temper  ? 

Pern.  No, 
Thou  know'ft  I  cannot.    Therefore,  pr'ythee  fpnre  it. 

Gull.  Oh  !  cou'd  the  fecret,  I  wou'd  tell  thee,  deep, 
And  the  world  never  know  it,  my  fond  tongue 
Shou'd  ceafe  from  fpeaking,  ere  I  wou'd  unfold  it, 
Or  vex  thy  peace  with  an  officious  tale. 
But  fince,  howe'er  ungrateful  to  thy  ear, 
It  mull  be  told  thee  once,  hear  it  from  me.         [foul. 

Pern.  Speak  then,  and  eafe  the  doubts  that  mock  ray 

Guif.  Suppofe  thy  Guilford's  better  itars  prevail, 
And  crown  his  love 

Pern.  Say  not,  fuppofe  :  'tis  done, 
Seek  not  for  vain  excufe,  or  foft'ning  words  ; 
Thou  haft  prevaricated  with  thy  friend, 
By  under-hand  contrivances  undone  me  : 
And  while  my  open  nature  trulted  in  thee, 
Thou  haft  ftepp'd  in  between  me  and  my  hopes, 
And  ravifh'd  from  me  all  my  foul  held  dear, 
Thou  haft  betray'd  me 

GttiL  How !  betray'd  thee,  Pembroke  ? 

Pern.  Yes,  falfely,  like  a  traitor.' 

B  Guil. 
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Guil.  Have  a  care. 

Pern.  But  think  not  I  will  bear  the  foul  play  from 

thee  ; 

There  was  but  this,  which  I  could  ne'er  forgive. 
My  foul  is  up  in  arms,  my  injur'd  honour, 
Impatient  of  the  wrong,  calls  for  revenge  : 
And  tho'  I  love  thee- — fondly 

Guil.  Hear  me  yet, 

And  Pembroke  mall  acquit  me  to  himfelf. 
Hear,  while  I  tell  how  fortune  dealt  between  as, 
And  gave  the  yielding  beauty  to  my  arms 

Pern,  What,  hear  it !  Stand  and  liften  to  thy  triumph! 
Thouthink'ft  me  tame  indeed.  No,  hold,  I  charge  thee, 
Left  I  forget  that  ever  we  were  friends, 
Left  in  the  rage  of  disappointed  love, 
I  rum  at  once  and  tear  thee  for  thy  falfehocd. 

Gull.  Thou  warn'ft  me  well ;  and  \  were  ram,  astfiou 
To  truft  the  fecret  Aim  of  all  my  happinefs  [art, 

With  one  not  mailer  of  himfelf.     Farewell.      [Going. 

Pern.  Ha  !  art  thou  going  ?  Think  not  thus  to  part, 
Nor  leave  me  on  the  rack  of  this  incertainty. 

Guil.  What  would'ft  thou  further  ? 

Pern.  Tell  it  to  me  all  j 

Say  thou  art  marry'd,  fay  thou  haft  poflefs'd  her, 
And  rioted  in  vaft  excefs  of  blifs  ; 
That  I  may  curfe  myfelf,  and  thee,  and  her. 
Come,  tell  me  how  thou  didft  fupplant  thy  friend  ? 
How  didft  thou  look  with  that  betraying  face, 
And  fmiling  plot  my  ruin  ? 

Guil.  Give  me  way. 

When  thou  art  better  temper'd,  I  may  tell  thee, 
And  vindicate  at  full  my  love  and  friendship. 

Pern.  And  doft   thou  hope  to  ihun  me  then,   thou 

traitor  ? 
No,  I  will  have  it  now,  this  moment  from  thee, 

•  Or  drag  the  fecret  out  from  thy  falfe  heart. 

'  Guil.  Away,  thou  madman  !  I  wou'd  talk  to  winds, 

•  And  reafon  with  the  rude  tempeftuous  furge, 

•  Sooner  tban  hold  difcourfe  with  rage  like  thine. 

*  ff/a.  Tell  it,  or,  by  my  injur'd  love  J  fwear,' 

[  L  tying  his  band  upon  bis  JhverJ* 
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I'll  ftab  the  lurking  treafon  in  thy  heart. 

Gull.  Ha  J  ftay  thee  there  ;  nor  let  thy  frantic  hand 

[Stopping  kirn* 

Unfheath  thy  weapon.     If  the  (word  be  drawn, 
It'once  we  meet  on  terms  like  thofe,  farewell 
To  ev'ry  thought  of  friendlhip ;  one  mufl  fall. 

Pern.  Curfe  on  thy  friendfhip,  I  ivould  break  the 

band. 

Cui/.  That  as  you  pleafe — Befide,  this  place  is  facred. 
And  wo'not  be  profan'd  with  brawls  and  outrage. 
You  know  I  dare  be  bound  on  any  fummons. 

Pern.  'Tis  well.  My  vengeance  fhall  not  loiter  long. 
Henceforward  let  the  thoughts  of  our  paft  lives 
Be  turn'd  to  deadly  and  remorfelefs  hate. 
Here  I  give  up  the  empty  name  of  friend, 
Renounce  all  gentlenefs,  all  commerce  with  thee, 
To  death  defy  thee  as  my  mortal  foe  j 
And  when  we  meet  again,    may  fwiFt  definition 
Rid  me  of  thee,  or  rid  me  of  myfelf. 

[Exit  Pembroke. 

G.'"    The  fate  I  ever  fear'd,  is  fall'n  upon  me  ; 
.And  long  ago  my  boding  heart  divin'd 
A  breach*  like  this,  from  his  ungovern'd  rage. 
Oh,  Pembrolre  !  thou  halt  done  me  much  injultice, 
For  I  have  borne  thee  true  unfcign'd  affeclion  ; 
'Tis  pail,   and  thou  art  loft  to  me  for  ever. 
Love  is,  or  ought  to  be,  our  greateft  bliis  ; 
Since  ev'ry  other  joy,  how  dear  foever, 
Gives  way  to  that,  and  we  leave  all  for  love. 
At  the  imperious  tyrant's  lordly  call, 
In  fpite  of  reufon  and  reftraint  we  come, 
Leave  kindred,  parents,  and  our  native  home. 
The  trembling  maid,  with  all  her  fears  he  charms, 
'And  pulls  her  from  her  weeping  mother's  arms : 
He  laughs  at  all  her  leagues,  and  in  proud  fcorii 
Commands  the  bands  of  friendship  to  be  torn  ; 
Difdains  a  partner  fliould  partake  his  throne, 
But  reigns  unbounded,  lawlefs,  and  alone.     [Exit. 

B-x  ACT 
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ACT  III.    SCENE,  the  Towtr. 
Enter  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 

Gar.  /^^TAY,  by  the  rood,   my  lord,   you  were  to 

IN}        blame, 

To  let  a  hair-brain 'd  paffion  be  your  guide, 
And  hurry  you  into  fuch  mad  extremes. 
Marry,  you  might  have  made  much  worthy  profit, 
By  patient  hearing  ;  the  unthinking  lord 
Had  brought  forth  ev'ry  fecret  of  his  foul ; 
Then  when  you  were  the  mafter  of  his  bofom, 
That  was  the  time  to  ufe  him  with  contempt, 
And  turn  his  friendfhip  back  upon  his  hands. 

Pern.  Thou  talk'ft  as  if  a  madman  cou'd  be  wife. 
Oh,  Winchefter  !  Thy  hoary  frozen  age 
Can  never  guefs  my  pain ;  can  never  know 
The  burning  tranfports  of  untam'd  d.efire- 
I  tell  thee,  reverend  lord,  to  that  one  blifs, 
To  the  enjoyment  'of  that  lovely  maid, 
As  to  their  centre,  1  had  drawn  each  hope, 
And  ev'ry  wim  my  furious  foul  cou'd  form  ; 
Still  with  regard  to  that  my  brain  forethought, 
And  faftiion'd  ev'ry  r.clion  of  my  life.  (*.-» 

Then,  to  be  robb'd  at  once,  and  unfufpe&ing, 
Be  dalh'd  in  all  the  height  of  expe&ation  ! 
It  was  not  to  be  borne.' 
Gar.  Have  you  not  heard  of  what  has  happen'd  fmce  ? 
Pern.  1  have  not  had  a  minute's  peace  of  mind, 
A  moment's  paufe,  to  reil  from  rage,  or  think. 

Gar.  Learn  It  from  me  then  :  But  ere  I  fpeak,.-,.- 
J  warn  you  to  be  mafter  of  yotirfelf. 
'Though,  as  you  know,  they  have  confin'd  me  long, 
Gra'mercy  to  their  goodnefs,  pris'ner  here; 
Yet  as  I  am  allow'd  to  walk  at  large 
Within  the  Tower,  and  hold  free  fpeech  with  any, 
I  have  not  dreamt  away  my  thoughtlefs  hours, 
'  Without  good  heed  to  thefe  our  righteous  rulers*' 
To  prove  this  true,  this  morn  a  trufty  fpy 
Has  brought  me  word,  that  yefter  ev'ning  late, 

la 
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In  fpite  of  all  the  grief  for  Edward's  death, 
Your  friends  were  marry'd. 

Pern.  Marry'd  !  who  ? Damnation ! 

Gar.  Lord  Guilford  Dudley,  and  the  lady  Jane. 
Pern.   Curfe  on  my  ftars  ! 
Gar.  Nay,  in  the  name  of  Grace, 
Reftrain  this  finful  paflion ;  all's  not  loft 
In  this  one  {ingle  woman. 

Pern.  I  have  loft 

More  than  the  female  world  can  give  me  back. 
1  had  beheld  even  her  whole  fex,  unmov'd, 
Look'd  o'er  'em,  like  a  bed  of  gaudy  flowers, 
That  lift  their  painted  heads,  and  live  a  day, 
Then  fhed  their  trifling  glories  unregarded  : 
My  heart  difdain'd  their  beauties,  till  fhe  came, 
\Vith  ev'ry  grace  that  nature's  hand  could  give. 
And  with  a  mind  fo  great  it  fpoke  its  eflence 
Immortal  and  divine. 

Gar.  She  was  a  wonder  ; 
Detraction  muft  allow  that. 
Pern.  '  The  virtuous  came, 
Sorted  in  gentle  fellowfhip,  to  crown  her, 
As  if  they  meant  to  mend  each  other's  work» 
Candour  with  goodnefs,  fortitude  with  fvveetnefs, 
Strift  piety,  and  love  of  truth,  with  learning, 
More  than  the  fchools  of  Athens  ever  knew, 
Or  her  own  Plato  taught.     A  wonder,  Winchefter  !' 
Thou  know'ft  not  what  (he  was,  nor  can  I  fpeak  her, 
More  than  to  fay,  fhe  was  that  only  blefling 
My  foul  was  fct  upon,  and  I  have  loft  her. 

Gar.  Your  ftate  is  not  fo  bad  as  you  wou'd  make  it ; 
Nor  need  you  thus  abandon  ev'ry  hope. 

Petn.  Ha !   Wo't   thou  fave  me,   lhatch  me  from 
And  bid  me  live  again.  [defp'air, 

Gar.  She  may  be  yours. 
Suppofe  her  hulband  die. 
Pern.  O  vain,  vain  hope  ! 
Gar.  Marry,  J  do  not  hold  that  hope  fo  vain. 
Thefe  gofpellers  have  had  their  golden  days, 
And  lorded  it  at  will ;  with  proud  defpite 
Have  trodden  down  our  holy  Roman  faith, 

B  3  Ranfuck'd 
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fennfack'd  our  mrinfs,  anddriv'a  her  faints  to  exile. 
But  if  my  divination  fail  me  not, 
Their  haughty  hearts  fhalJ  be  abas'd  ere  long,   « fif| 
And  feel. the  vengeance  of  our  Mary's  reign.  -j»3>{ 

Pern.  And  would'it  thou  have  my  fierce  impatience 
Bid  me  lie  bound  upon  a  rack,  and  wait  [ilay? 

For  diitant  joys,  whole  ages  yet  behind? 
Can  love  attend  on  politicians  fchemes, 
Expedl  the  flow  events  of  cautious  counfels, 
Cold  unrefolvtng  heads,  and  creeping  time?    •  ^ 

Gar.  To-day,  or  I  am  iil-inform'd,  Northumber- 
With  eafy  Suffolk,  Guilford,  and  the  reft,          [land, 
Meet  here  in  council  on  fome  deep  delign,s  zuciT 
Some  traiterous  contrivance,  to  protect    3jw  „ 
Their  upltart  faith  from  near  approaching  ruin,j-j  >,, 

But  there  are  punifhments halters  and  axes 

For  traitors,  and  confuming  flames  for  hereticksj 
The  happy  bridegroom  may  be  yet  cut  fhort, 

Ev'n  in  his  higheft  hope But  go  not  you  \  ^n  *  . 

Howe'er  the  fawning  fire,  old  Dudley,  court  you  ; 
No,  by  the  holy  rood,  I  charge  you,  mix  not 
With  their  pernicious  counfeb.  -  Mifchief  waits  'em. 
Sure,  certain,  unavoidable  deltruclion. 

Pern.  Ha ;  join  with  them  !   the  curfed  Dudley's 

race  ! 

Who,  while  they  held  me  in  their  arms,  betray'd  me  j 
Scorn'd  me  for  not  fulpecling  they  were  villains. 
And  made  a  mock'ry  of  my  eafy  friendship. 
No,  when  I  do,  dishonour  be  my  portion,          .^  * 
«  And  fwift  perdition  catch  me  ; — join  with  them  !'• 

Gar.  I  wou'd  not  have  you— Hie  you  to  the  city, 
And  join  with  thofe  that  love  our  ancient  fai^hf,n^ 
•  Gather  your  friends  about  you,  and  be  readjr 
T '  aflert  our  zealous  Mary's  royal  title, 
And  doubt  not  but  her  grateful  hand  (hall  give  you 
To  fee  your  foil's  defire  upon  your,  enemies. ,  3^T 
The  church  ihall  pour  her  ample  treafures  forth  too, 
And  pay  you  with  ten  thoufond  years  of  pardon.     . 

Pern.  No;  keep  your  bleflings  back,  and  give  me 
-  ncxiu         vengeance; 
Give  me  to  tell  that  foft  deceiver,  Guilford, 
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Thus,  traitor,  haft  thou  done,  thus  haft  thou  wrong'd 
And  thus  thy  treafon  finds  a  juft  reward.  [me, 

Gar.  But  foft !  no  more !  the  lords  o'the  council  come, 
Ha  !  by  the  mafs,  the  bride  and  bridegroom  too ! 
Retire  with  me,  my  lord  ;  we  muft  not  meet  'em. 

Pent,  'Tis  they  themfelves,  the  curfed  happy  piir  ! 
Hafte,  Winchefter,  hafte  !  let  us  fly  for  ever, 
And  drive  her  from  my  very  thoughts,  if  poJiblc. 
Oh  !  love,  what  hav?  I  loft  !  Oh !  reverend  lord  ! 
Pity  this  fond,  this  foolifh  weaknefs  in  me  ! 
Methinks,  I  go  like  our  nrft  wretched  father, 
When  from  his  blififul  garden  he  was  driven  : 
Like  me  he  went  defpairing,  and  like  me, 
Thus  at  the  gate  ftopt  fhort  for  one  laft  view  I       ; 
Then  with  the  chearlefs  partner  of  his  woe,  : 

He  turn'd  him  to  the  world  that  lay  below: 
There,  for  his  Eden's  happy  plains,  beheld 
A  barren,  wild,  uncomfortable  Held ; 
He  faw  'twas  vain  the  ruin  to  deplore, 
He  try'd  to  give  the  fad  remembrance  o'er  ; 
The  fad  remembrance  fttll  return'd  again, 
And  his  loft  paradife  renew'd  his  pain.' 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 
Enter  Lord  Gnilford  <W  Lady  Jane. 
Guil.  What  (hall  I  fay  to  thce  !  What,  power  "divine 
Will  teach  my  tongue  to  tell  thee  what  I  feel  ? 
To  pour  the  tranfports  of  my  bofom  forth, 
And  make  thee  partner  of  the  joy  dwells  there  ?       ; 

*  For  thou  art  comfortlefs,  full  of  affliction, 
'  Heavy  of  heart  as  the  forfaken  widow, 

*  And  defolate  a~  orphans.'     Oh!  my  fair  one! 
Thy  Edward  fliines  amongft  the  brighteft  liars, 
And  yet  thy  forrows  feek  him  in  the  grave, 

L.  y.  G.  Alas,  my  deareft  lord  !  a  thoufand  griefs 
Befet  my  anxious  heart :   and  yet,  as  if 
•The  burthen  were  too  little,  I  have  added 
The  weight  of  all  thy  cares;  and,  Iftce  the  mifer, 
Increafe  of  wealth  has  made  me  but  more,  wretched. 
••*   The  morning  light  feems  not  to  rife<as  uiuul, 

*  It  draws  not  to  me,  like  the  virgin  days, 

'  But  brings  new  thoughts  and  other  fears  upon  me;* 
B  4  I  tremble 
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I  tremble,  and  my  anxious  heart  is  pain'd, 
Leit  aught  but  good  fhould  happen  to  my  Guilford1. 

Guil.  Nothing  but  good  can  happen  to  thy  Guilford, 
While  thou  art  by  his  fide,  his  better  angel, 
His  blefiing  and  his  guard, 

L.  y.  G.   Why  came  we  hither  f 
Why  was  I  drawn  to  this  unlucky  place, 
This  Tower,  fo  often  itain'd  with  royal  blood? 
Here   the  fourth  Edward's  h'elplefs  fons  were  mur- 
And  pious  Henry  fell  by  ruthlefs  Gloiter  :      [der'd  ; 
Is  this  the  place  allotted  for  rejoicing  ? 
The  bower  adorn'd  to  keep  our  nuptial  feaft  in  ? 
Methinks  Sufpicion  and  Diftruft  dwell  here, 
Staring  with  meagre  forms  thro'  grated  windows  ; 
Death  lurks  within,  and  unrelenting  Punimment : 
Without,  grim  Danger,  Fear,  and  nerceft  Power 
Sit  on  the  rude  old  tow'rs,  and  Gothic  battlements ; 
While  Horror  overlooks  the  dreadful  wall, 
And  frowns  on  all  around. 
Guil.  '  In  fafety  here, 

The  lords  o*  th'  council  have  this  morn  decreed 
To  meet,  and  with  united  care  fupport 
The  feeble  tottering  ftate.'     To  thee,  my  prince  ft, 
Whofe  royal  veins  are  rich  in  Henry's  blood, 
With  one  confent  the  nobleft  heads  are  bow'd  : 
From  thee  they  alk  a  fan&ion  to  their  counfols, 
And  from  thy  healing  hand  expedl  a  cure, 
For  England's  lois  in  Edward. 
L.  7.  G.  How  !  from  me  ! 

Alas  1  my  lord — But  fure  thou  mean'ft  to  mock  me  ?• 
Guil.  No ;  by  the  love  my  faithful  heart  is  full  of  \ 
But  fee,  thy  mother,  gracious  Suffolk,  comes 
To  intercept  my  ftory  :  me  mall  tell  thee  ; 
For  in  her  look  I  read  the  lab'rine  thought, 
What  vaft  event  thy  fate  is  now  difclofing. 

Enter  the  Duchefs  of  Suffolk. 
Duck.  Sitff.  No  more  complain,  indulge  thy  tears  no 
Thy  pious  grief  has  giv'n  the  grave  its.due  :      [more, 
•  Let  thy  heart  kindle  with  the  highell  hopes  ; 
'  Expand  thybofom,  let  thy  foul  enlarg'd,' 
IViake  room  to  entertain  the  coming  glory  I 

F«r 
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For  majefty  and  purple  greatnefs  court  thee  ; 
Homage  and  low  fubje&ion  wait :  a  crown, 
'   That  makes  the  princes  of  the  earth  like  gods :' 
A  crown,  my  daughter,  England's  crown  attends, 
To  bind  thy  brows  with  its  imperial  wreath. 

L.    J.   G.    Amazement  chills   my  veins!    What 
fays  my  mother?  [Edward, 

Duch.  Suff~.  'Tis  Heav'n's  decree  ;  for  our  expiring 
When  now,  juft  ftruggling  to  his  native  fkies. 
Ev'n  on  the  verge  of  heav'n,  in  fight  of  angels. 
That  hover'd  round  to  waft  him  to  the  ftars, 
Ev'n  then  declar'd  my  Jane  for  his  fucceflbr. 

L.J.G.  Cou'd  Edward  do   this?  cou'd  the  dy- 
ing faint 

Bequeath  his  crown  to  me?  Oh,  fatal  bounty! 
To  me  !  But  'tis  impoffible  !  '  We  dream. 

A  thoufand  and  a  thoufand  bars  oppofe  me, 

Rife  in  my  way,  and  intercept  my  paffagc. 

Ev'n  you,   my  gracious  mother,  what  muft  you  be, 

Ere  I  can  be  a  queen  ? 

Duch.  Suf.  '  That,   and  that  only, 

Thy  mother  ;  fonder  of  that  tender  name, 

Than  all  the  proud  additions  pow'r  can  -give. 

Yes,   I  will  give  up  all  my  mare  of  greatnefs, 

And  live  in  low  obfcurity  for  ever, 

To  fee  thee  rais'd,  thou  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fix'd  upon  a  throne.'     But  fee  :  thy  father^ 
Northumberland,   with  all  the  council,  come 
To  pay  their  vow'd  allegiance  at  thy  feet, 
To  kneel,   and  call  thee  queen. 

L.  J.  G.  Support  me,   Guilford  ; 
Give  me  thy  aid  :   ftay  thou  my  fainting  foul, 
And  help  me  to  reprefe  this  growing  danger.  . 
Enter  Suffolk,    Northumberland,    lords,   and  others  of 
the  pri-w  council.- 

North,  Hail,  facred  princefs  !  fprung  from  ancient 

kings, 

Our  England's  dearefl  hope,   undoubted  offspring 
Of  York  and  Lancalter's  united  line  ; 
*  By  whofe  bright  zeal,  by  whofe  victorious  faith, 
'  Guarded  and  fenc'd  around  our  pure  religion, 

B  5  '  That 


3f  LADY     JANE     GRAY. 

•  That  lamp  of  truth  which  fhines  apon  our 

*  Shall  lift  its  golden  head,   and  flourifh  long  ; 

'  Beneath  whole  awful  rule  and  righteous  fceptre, 
'  The  plenteous  years  (hall  roll  in  long  fucceffion  ; 
'  Law  (hall  prevail,   and  ancient  right  take  place, 
•».  Fair  Liberty  (hall  lift  her  chearful  head, 
^  Fearlefs  of  tyranny  and  proud  oppreflion  ; 
«   No  fad  complaining  in  our  ftreets  (hall  cry, 
'  Butjuflice  mall  be  exercis'd  in  mercy.' 
Hail,  royal  Jane  !   behold,   we  bend  our  knees, 

(They  kneel 

The  pledge  of  homage,  and  thy  land's  obedience  ; 
With  humbled  duty  thus  we  kneel,  and  own  thee 
Our  liege,   our  fovereign,    our  lady,   and  our  queen. 

L.  J.  G.  Oh,  rife  1 

My  father,   rife!  [To  Suff. 

And  you,  my  father,   too!  [To  North. 

Rife  all,  nor  cover  me  with  this  confufion.   \Tbej  rife. 
What  means  this  mock,  this  mafquing  (hew  of  great- 
.    Why  do  you  hang  thefe  pageant  glories  on  me,  [nefe  ? 
And  drefs  me  up  in  honours  not  my  own  ? 

North-  The  daughters  of  our  late  great  matter  Hensy, 
Stand  both  by  law  excluded  from  fucceflkm. 
To  make  all  firm, 

And  fix  a  pow'r  unqueftion'd  in  your  hand, 
Edward,    by  will,  bequeath'd  his  crown  to  you  : 
And  the  concurring  lords  in  council  met, 
Have  ratify'd  the  gift. 

L.  J.  G.  Are  crowns  and  empire, 
*  The  government  and  fafety  of  mankind,* 
Trifles  of  fuch  light  moment,   to  be  left 
Like  forae  rich  toy,  'a  ring,  or  fancy 'd  gem,' 
The  pledge  of  parting  friends  ?  Can  kings  do  thus, 
And  give  away  people  for  a  legacy  ? 

North.  Forgive  me,  princely  lady,  if  my  wonder 
Seizes  each  fenfe,  each  faculty  of  mind, 
To  fee  the  utmblt  wilh  the  great  can  form, 
A  crown,  thus  coldly  met:  A  crown,  which  (lighted^ 
And  left  in  fcorn  by  you,  mail  foon  be  fought, 
And  find  a  joyful  wearer  j  one,  perhaps, 

Of 
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Of  blood,  unkindred  to  your  royal  hqu/e,, 
And  fix  its  glories  in  another  line. 

L.  J,  G.  Where  art  thou  now,  thdu/parjrver  ofrny 
cares?     '  ;  [Turning  /0'Guilford. 

'  Come  to  my  aid,    and  help  to  bear  this  burthen  : . 

*  Oh!   fave  me  from -this  furrow,   this  misfortune,. 
'  Which  in  the  fhape  of  gorgeous  greatnefs  conies 

'  To  crown  and  make  a  wretch  of  me  forever. 

Guil.  '  Thou  weep'ft,   my  queen,  and  hang'ft  thy 
'  drooping  head, 

*  Like  nodding  poppies,  heavy  with  the  rain  : 

*  That  bow  their  weary  necks,  and  bend  to  earth.' 
See,  by  thy  fide,   thy  faithful  Guilford  ftands, 
Prepar'd  to  keep  diitrefs  and  danger  from  thee, 
To  wear  thy  facred  caufe  upon  his  fword, 

And  war  againft  the  world  in  thy  defence. 

North.  Oh!   '  ftay  this  inaufpicious  ftream  of  tears, 
And  chear  your  people  with  one  gracious  fmile. 
Nor  comes  your  fate  in  fuch  a  dreadful  form 
To  bid  you  fhun  it.    Turn  thofe  facred  eyes 
On  the  bright  profpecT;  empire  fpreads  before  you.* 

VIethinks  I  fee  you  feated  on  the  throne  ; 
Beneath  your  feet,   the  kingdom's  great  degrees 
In  bright  confufion  mine,  mitres  and  coroners, 
The  various  ermine,  and  the  glowing  purple  ;f 

AlTembled  fenates  wait  with  awful  dread, 

To  "firm  your  high  commands,  and  make  'em  fate. 
L.  J.  G.    You   turn    to  view   the  painted  fide  of 

And  cover  all  the  cares  that  lurk  beneath.       [royalty, 

Is  it,  to  be  a  queen,  to  fit  aloft, 

In  folemn,   dull,  uncomfortable  flate, 

The  flatter'd  idol  of  a  fervile  court  ? 

Js  it,  to  draw  a  pompous  train  along, 

A  pageant,   for  the  wcnd'ring  crowd  to  gaze  at  ? 
Is  it,   in  wantonnefs  of  pow'r  to  reign, 
And  make  the  world  fubfervient  to  my  pleafure  ? 
Is  it  not  rather,   to  be  greatly  wretched, 
To  watch,  to  toil,  to  take  a  facred  charge, 
To  bend  each  day  before  high  Heaven,  and  own, 
This  people  haft  thou  trufted  to  my  hand, 
And  at  my  hand,  I  know,  thou  fh alt  require  'em  ?' 
B  6  Alas, 
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Alas,  Northumberland  !— My  father!— Is  it  not 
To  live  a  life  of  care,  and  when  I  die, 
Have  more  to  anfwer  for  before  ray  Judge, 
Than  any  of  my  fubjefts  ? 

«  Ducb.  Suff.  Ev'ry'ftate 

Allotted  to  the  race  of  man  below, 

Is,  in  proportion,  doom'd  to  tafte  fome  forrow,  . 

Nor  is  the  golden  wreath  on  a  king's  brow 

Exemp"  t  from  care  ;  and  yet,  who  would  not  bear  it  ? 

Think  on  the  monarchs  of  our  royal  race, 

They  liv'd  not  for  themfelves :  how  many  bleflings, 

How  many  lifted  hands  mail  pay  thy  toil, 

If  for  thy  people's  good  thou  haply  borrow, 

Some  portion  from  the  hours  of  reft,  and  wake 

To  give  the  world  repofe  !' 

Sujf.  Behold,  we  ftand  upon  the  brink  of  ruin, 
And  only  thou  canft  fave  us.     Perfecution, 
That  fiend  of  Rome  and  hell,  prepares  her  tortures  ; 
See  where  Ihe  comes,  in  Mary's  prieftly  train  ! 
Still  wo't  thou  doubt  ?  till  thou  behold  her  ftalk, 
Red  with  the  blood  of  martyrs,  and  wide  wafting 
O'er  England's  bofom  ?  '  All  the  mourning  year 

Our  towns  (hall  glow  with  unextinguim'd  fires  ; 

Our  youth  on  racks   mail   ftretch   their  crackling 
'  bones ; 

Our  babes  mall  fprawl  on  confecrated  fpears ; 

Matrons  and  hufbands,  with  their  new-born  infants, 

Shall  burn  promifcuous  ;   a  continu'd  peal 

Of  lamentations,  groans,  and  fhrieks  mail  found 

Through  all  our  purple  ways.' 

Guil.  Amidrt  that  ruin, 

Think  thou  behold'ft  thy  Guilford's  head  laid  low* 
Bloody  and  pale " 

L.  J.  G.  Oh  !  fpare  the  dreadful  image  ! 

Guil.  Oh  !  wou'd  the  mifery  be  bounded  there, 
My  life  were  little  ;  but  the  rage  of  Rome 
Demands  whole  hecatombs,   a  land  of  viftims. 
'   With  Superftition  comes  that  other  fiend, 

*  That  bane  of  peace,  of  arts,  and  virtue,  Tyranny; 
'  That  foe  of  juftice,  fcorner  of  all  law;  [orjc, 

*  That  beaft,  which  thinks  mankind  were  born  for 

«  Aixd 
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'  And  made  by  Heav'n  to  be  a  monfter's  prey  ; 
«  That  heaviefl  curfe  of  groaning  nations,  tyranny.' 
Mary  (hall,  by  her  kindred  Spain,  be  taught 
To  bend  our  necks  beneath  a  brazen  yoke, 
And  rule  o'er  wretches  with  an  iron  fceptre. 
L.  J.  G.  Avert  that  judgment,  Heav'n  ! 
Whate'er  thy  providence  allots  for  me, 
In  mercy  fpare  my  country. 

Guil.   Oh  !  my  queen  1 

Does  not  thy  great,   thy  generous  heart  relent, 
To  think  this  land,  for  liberty  fo  fam'd, 
Shall  have  her  tow'ry  front  at  once  laid  low, 
And  robb'd  of  all  its  glory  ?   '  Oh  !  my  country 
Oh  I  fatreft  Albion,  emprefs  of  the  deep, 
How  have  thy  nobleft  fons,  with  ftubborn  valour, 
Stood  to  the  laft,  dy'd  many  a  field  in  blood, 
In  dear  defence  of  birth-right  and  their  laws  ! 
And  (hall  thofe  hands  which  fought  the  caufe  of  fred- 
Be  manacled  in  bafe  unworthy  bonds  :  [dom, 

Be  tamely  yielded  up,  the  fpoil,  the  flaves 
Of  hair-brain'd  zeal,  and  cruel  coward  priefts  ?' 
L.  J.  G.  Yes,    my  lov'd   lord,  my  foul  is   mov'd 

like  thine, 

At  ev'ry  danger  which  invades  our  England  ; 
My  cold  heart  kindles  at  the  great  occafion, 
And  cou'd  be  more  than  man  in  her  defence. 
But  where  is  my  commiffion  to  redrefs  ? 
Or  whence  my  pow'r  to  fave  ?  Can  Edward's  will, 
Or  twenty  mec  in  council,  make  a  queen  ? 
Can  you,    my  lords,   give  me  the  power  to  canvafs 
A  doubtful  tide  with  king  Henry's  daughters  ? 
Where  are  the  rcv'rend  fages  of  the  law, 
To  guide  me  with  the:r  wifdoms,  and  point  out 
The  paths  which  right  and  jultice  bid  me  tread  ? 
North.  The  judges  all  attend,  and  will  at  leifure 
Refolve  you  ev'ry  fcruple. 

L.  J.  G.  They  expound; 

But  where  are  thofe,  my  lord,  that  make  the  law  ? 
Where  are  the  ancient  honours  of  the  realm, 
The  nobles,  with  the  mitred  fathers  join'd  ? 
The  wealthy  commons  folemnly  aflembled  ? 

Where 
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Where  is  that  voice  of  a  confenting  people* 

To  pledge  the  univerfal  faith  with  mine^  :sfo  1O^ 

And  call  me  juftly  queen  .? 

'  North.  Nor  mall  that  long 

'  Be  wanting  to  your  wifli.     The  lords  and  commons 
•'  Shall  at  your  royal  bidding,  foon  aflemble,  j  ,.j^ 
'  And  with  united  homage  own  your  title.       ^  '  n\ 

*  Delay  not  then  to  meet  the  general  wifti, 

«  But  be  our  queen,  be  England's  better  angel. 
'  Nor  let  miilaken  piety  betray  you 
'  To  join  with  cruel  Mary  in  our  ruin  :      isr  ^fyj 
«  Her  bloody  faith  commands  her  to  dellroy, 

*  And  yours  forbids  to  fave. 
Guil.  Our  foes,   already 

High  in  their  hopes,  devote  us  all  to  death  :       j*  ^ 
4  The  dronifh  monks,  the  icornand  lhameof  mnnheod, 
•'  Pouze  and  prepare  once  more  to  take  pofleffion, 

*  To  neltle  in  their  ancient  hives  again  ; 

'  Again  they  furbiih  up  their  holy  trumpery, 
'  Relics,  and  wooden-working  faints, 
»  Whole  loads  of  lumber  and  religious  rubbilh, 
'  In  high  proceffion  mean  to  bring  them  back, 

*  And  place  the  puppets  in  their  ihrines  again  : 

'  While  thofe  of  keener  malice,  favage  Bonnergj   « 
'  And  deep-defigning  Gard'ner,  dream  of  vengeance; 
'  Devour  the  blood  of  innocents,  in  hope  ; 
'  Like  vultures,  fnuff  the  (laughter  in  the  wind, 
'  And  fpeed  their  flight  to  havoc  and  the  prey,  J3  j[ 
Hafle  then,  and  fave  us,   while  'tis  given  to  fav» 
Your  country,  your  religion. 

North.  Save  your  friends  ! 

Suf.  Your  father! 

Duch.Suff.  Mother! 

Guil.  Hufband  !  '    ..<«k3 

L.J.G.  Takeme,  crown  me, 
Invert  me  with  this  royal  wretched nefs  ; 
Let  me  not  know  one  happy  minute  more  ; 
Let  all  myfleeplefs  nights  be  fpent  in  c.irv, 
My  days  be  vex'd  with  tumults  and  alarms  j 
If  only  lean  fave  you,  if  my  fate 
Has  mark'd  me  out  to  be  the  public  victim,     oCI 

I  take 
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I  take  the  lot  with  joy.     Yes,  I  will  die 
For  that  eternal  truth  my  faith  is  fix'd  on, 
And  that  dear  native  land  which  gave  me  birth. 
GuiL  Wake  ev'ry  tuneful  inflrument  to  tell  it, 
And  let  the  trumpet's  fprightly  note  proclaim 
My  Jane  is  England's  queen !  '  Let  the  loud  cannon 
In  peals  of  thunder  fpeak  it  to  Augufta ; 
Imperial  Thames,  catch  thou  the  facred  found, 
And  roll  it  to  the  fubjeft  ocean  down  : 
Tell  the  old  deep,  and  all  thy  brother  floods, 
My  Jane  is  emprefs  of  the  wat'ry  world  ! 
Now  with  glad  fires  our  bloodlefs  ftreets  (hall  fhine  : 
With  cries  of  joy  our  chearful  ways  mail  ring  ;' 
Thy  name  (hall  echo  thro'  the  refcu'd  ifle, 
And  reach  applauding  Heaven  ! 

L,  J.  G.  Oh,   Guilford !    what  do  we  give  up  for 
For  glory  !  that's  a  toy  I  would  not  purchale,  [glory  ! 
An  idle,  empty  bubble.     But  for  England  ! 
What  muft  we  lofe  for  that  I  Since  then  my  fate 
Has  forc'd  this  hard  exchange  upon  my  will, 
Let  gracious  Heaven  allow  me  one  requeil : 
For  thatblefl  peace  in  which  I  once  did  dwell, 
'  For  books,  retirement,   and  my  ftudious  ceil, 

*  For  all  thofe  joys  my  happier  days  did  prove, 
'  For  Plato,  and  his  academic  grove ;' 

All  that  I  alk,  is,  tho'  my  fortune  frown, 

And  bury  me  beneath  this  fatal  crown  ; 

Let  that  one  good  be  added  to  my  doom, 

Tff  fave  this  land  from  tyranny  and  Rome.     [Exeunt. 

ACT     IV.      SCENE     continues. 

Enter  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 
Gar.    TN  an  unlucky  and  accuried  hour 

J.   Set  forth  that  traitor  duke,  that  proud  Nor- 

thumberland, 

'  To  draw  his  fword  upon  the  fide  of  herefy, 
'  And  war  againft  our  Mary's  royal  right : 

*  111  fortune  fly  before,  and  pave  his  way 

'  With  difappointments,   milchief,  and  defeat;' 
Do  thou,  O  holy  Becket,  the  protector, 

The 
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The  champion,  and  the  martyr  of  our  church,     -  %  •' 
Appear,  and  once  more  own  the  caufe  of  Rome ; 
Beat  down  his  lance,  break  thou  his  fword  in  battle,. 
And  cover  foul  rebellion  with  confufion. 

Pern.  I  faw  him  marching  at  his  army's  head  ; 
I  mark'd  him  iffuing  through  the  city-gate 
In  harnefs  all  appointed,  as  he  pafs'd  ; 
And  (for  he  wore  his  beaver  up)  cou'd  read 
Upon  his  vifage,  horror  and  difmay. 
No  voice  of  chearful  falutation  chear'd  him, 
None  wiih'd  his  arms  might  thrive,  or  bade  God  fpeed 
But  thro'  a  ftaring  ghailly-looking  crowd,  [him  ; 

Unhail'd,  unblefs'd,  with  keavy  heart  he  went : 
As  if  his  traitor  father's  haggard  ghoft, 
And  Somerfet,  frem  bleeding  from  the  axe, 
On  either  hand  had  ufher'd  him  to  ruin. 

Gar.  Nor  mall  the  holy  vengeance  loiter  long. 
At  Farmingham  in  Suffolk,  lies  the  queen, 
Mary,  our  pious  miftrefs,  where  each  day 
The  nobles  of  the  land,   and  fwarming  populace, 
Gather,  and  lift  beneath  her  royal  enfigns. 
The  fleet,  commanded  by  Sir  Thomas  Jerningham, 
Set  out  in  warlike  manner  to  oppofe  her, 
With  one  confent  have  join'd  to  own  her  caufe  :  j,-jY 
The  valiant  Suflex,   and  Sir  Edward  Mailings, 
With  many  more  of  note  are  up  in  arms, 
And  all  declare  for  her. 
'  Pern.  The  citizens, 
Who  held  the  noble  Somerfet  right  dear, 
"Hate  this  afpiring  Dudley  and  his  race, 
And  wou'd,  upon  the  inftant,  join  t'  oppofe  him  ; 
Could  we  but  draw  fome  of  the  lords  o'  the  council 
T' appear  among  'em,  own  the  fame  defign, 
And  bring  the  rev'rend  fandtion  of  authority 
To  lead  'em  into  action.     For  that  purpefe, 
To  thee,  as  to  an  oracle,  I  come, 
To  learn  what  fit  expedient  may  be  found, 
To  win  the  wary  council  to  our  fide, 
Say  thou,  whofe  head  is  grown  thus  filver-white 
In  arts  of  government,  and  turns  of  itace, 
How  may  we  blaft  our  enemies  with  ruin. 

'And 
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*  And  fink  the  curs'd  Northumberland  to  hell  ? 
'   Gar.  In  happy  time  be  your  whole  wi(h  accom- 

plifh'd, 

Since  the  proud  Duke  fet  out,  I  have  had  conference, 
As  fit  occafion  ferv'd,  with  divers  of 'em; 
The  Earl  of  Arundel,  Mafon,   and  Cheyney, 
And  find  'em  all  difpos'd  as  we  cou'd  afk. 
By  holy  Mary,  if  I  count  aright, 
To-day  the  better  part  (hall  leave  this  place, 
And  meet  at  Baynard's  caftle  in  the  city  ; 
There  own  our  fovereign's  title,   and  defy 
J.ine  and  her  gofpel-crew.     But  hie  you  hence  ! 
This  place  is  ftill  within  our  foes  command, 
Their  puppet-queen  reigns  here.' 

Enter  an  officer  i»itb  a  guard. 
Of.  Seize  on  'em  both. 

[Guards  feize  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 
My  lord,  you  are  a  pris'ner  to  the  ftate. 
Pern.  Ha  !    by  whofe  order  ? 
Off.  By  the  queen's  command/, 
Sign'd  and  deliver'd  by  Lord  Guilford  Dudley. 
Pern.  Curfe  on  his  traitor's  heart ! 
Gar.  Reft  you  contented  : 

You  have  loiter'd  here  too  long ;  but  ufe  your  patience, 
Thefe  bonds  mail  not  be  lafting. 

Off.  As  for  you,   fir,  [To  Gardiner. 

'Tis  the  queen's  pleafure  you  be  clofe  confin'd  : 
You've  us'd  that  fair  permiflion  was  allow'd  you 
To  walk  at  large  within  the  Tower,  unworthily. 
You're  noted  for  an  over-bufy  meddler, 
A  fecret  pradlifer  againft  the  ftate  ; 
For  which,  henceforth,  your  limits  fhall  be  ftraiter. 
Hence,  to  your  chamber  ! 

Gar.  Farewell,  gentle  Pembroke ; 
I  truft  that  we  fhall  meet  on  blither  terms  : 
Till  then,  amongft  my  beads,  I  will  remember  you, 
And  give  you  to  the  keeping  of  the  faints. 

[Exeunt  fart  of  the  guards  'with  Gardiner. 
Pern.  Now,  whither  muft  I  go  ? 
Ojft\  This  way,  my  lord.  [Going  off. 
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!  bic  Enter  Guilford.      ,;jrfa  tt  8ffirr. 

G«;7.  Hold,  captain  !   ere  you  go,  I  have  a  word 
For  this  your  noble  pris'ner.  [or  two 

Of.  At  your  pleafure  : 
I  know  my  duty,   and  attend  your  lordfhip. 

[The  officer  and  guard*  retire  to  the  farthejl 
part  of  the  ft  age. 

Gull.  Is  all  the  gentlenefs  that  was  betwixt  us 
So  loft,  fo  fwept  away  from  thy  remembrance, 
Thou  can'ft  not  look  upon  me  ? 

Pern.  Ha  !  not  look  ! 

What  terrors  are  there  in  the  Dudley's  race, 
That  Pembroke  dares  not  look  upon  and  {"corn  ? 
And  yet,   'tis  true,  I  wou'd  not  look  upon  the*A> 
Our  eyes  avoid  to  look  on  what  we  hate, 
As  welt  as  what  we  fear. 

Guil.  You  hate  me,  then ! 

Pern.   I  do  ;  and  wifh  perdition  may  o'ertake  .  iC> 
Thy  father,  thy  falfe  felf,  and  thy  whole  name. 

Guil.  And  yet,  as  fure  as  rage  difturbs  thy  reafon, 
Afid  matters  all  the  noble  nature  in  thee, 
As  fure  as  thou  haft  wrong'd  me,  I  am  come   . 
In  tendernefs  of  friendfhip  to  preferve  thee  ; 
To  plant  ev'n  all  the  pow'r  I  have  before  thee,:   • . 
And  fence  thee  from  deitruclion  with  my  life. 

Pern.  Friendship  from  thee !  But  my  juilfoul  difdain* 

thee.  .  ;  <(»1J  bna  oT 

Hence  !  take  the  proftituted  bauble  back, 
'•  Hang  it  to  grace  fome  Havering  ideot's  neckjU  o3 
'  For  none  but  fools  will  praife  the  tinfel  toyj'&sH 
But  thou  art  come,  perhaps,  to  vaunt  thy  greatdcfl^ 
And  fet  thy  purple  pomp  to  view  before  me  ;  >  i>nA 
To  let  me  know  that  Guilford  is  a  king,  '.:  JuS 

That  he  can  fpeak  the  word  and  give  me  freedom, 
Oh,  fhort-liv'd  pageant!  had'ft  thou  all  the  pow'r 
Which  thy  vain  foul  wou'd  grafp  at,  I  would  die,    » 
Rot  in  a  dungeon,  ere  receive  a  grace,   ..;  amoo  nA 
The  leaft,  the  meancft  courtefy,  from  tketeam  bnA 

Guil.  Oh,  Pembroke!    but  I  have  not  time  to  talk, 
For  danger  preffes  danger  unforefeen, 
And  fecret  as  the  (haft  that  flics  by  night,  ^ 

.(jfflUnsrrt  flsq  11/0  \Q.    <ysb-o?  JJEW  fbsaii  33!  mSs 
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Is  aiming  at  thy  life.  Captain,  a  word  !   [To  the  officer. 
I  take  your  pris'ner  to  my  proper  charge  ; 
Draw  off  your  guard,  and  leave  his  fword  with  me. 

The  officer  delivers  the  f<word  to  Zov/Guilford, 

and  goes  out  luith  bis  guard. 
[Lord  Guilford  offering  the  fivord  to  Pembroke. 
Receive  this  gift,  ev'n  from  a  rival's  hand ; 
And  if  thy  rage  will  fuffer  thee  to  hear 
The  counfel  of  a  man  once  call'd  thy  friend, 
Fly  from  this  fatal  place,  and  leek  thy  fafety.  .,odT 

Pern.  How  now  !  what  fhew  !  what  mockery  is  this  ? 
'  Is  it  in  fport  you  ufe  me  thus  ?  What  means 
'  This  fwift  fantaftic  changing  of  the  fcene  ? '    jadT 

Guil.  Oh,  take  thy  fword ;  and  let  thy  valiant  hand 
Be  ready  arm'd  to  guard  thy  noble  life  : 
The  time,  the  danger,  and  the  wild  impatience^  aA 
Forbid  me  all  to  enter  into  fpeech  with  thee, 
Or  I  cou'd  tell  thee 

Pern.  No,  it  needs  not,  traitor  ! 
For  all  thy  poor,  thy  little  arts  are  known. 
Thou  fear'ft  my  vengeance,  and  art  come  to  fawn, 
To  make  a  merit  of  that  proffer'd  freedom,      ••>  eA 
Which,  in  defpite  of  thee,  a  day  fhall  give  me. 
Nor  can  my  fate  depend  on  thee,  falfe  Guilford  ; 
For  know,  to  thy  confufion,  ere  the  fun  ,  aaA 

•  Twice  gild  the  eaft,  our  royal  Mary  comes 
To  end  thy  pageant  reign,  and  fet  me  free. 

Guil.  Ungrateful  and  unjuft  !  Haft  thou  then  known 
So  little,  to  accufe  my  heart  of  fear?  [m« 

Haft  thou  forgotten  Muflelborough's  field  ? 
Did  I  then  fear,  when  by  thy  fide  I  fought, 
And  dy'd  my  maiden  fword  in  Scottilh  blood  ! 
But  this  is  madnefs  all. 

Pern.  Give  me  my  fword.  [Taking  his  f<word. 

Perhaps  indeed,  I  wrong  thee.     Thou  haft  thought  j 
And  confcious  of  the  injury  thou  haft  done  me, 
Art  come  to  proffer  me  a  foldier's  jultice. 
And  meet  my  arm  in  lingle  oppofition.      ..Ajjsl  •> 
Lead  then,  and  let  me  follow  to  the  field. 

Guil.  Yes,  Pembroke,  thou  malt  fatisfy  thy  vengeance* 
And  write  thy  bloody  purpofe  on  my  boforo.       b>aA 
Sut  let  death  wait  to-day.     By  our  paft  friendfhip, 

In 
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In  Honour's  name,  by  ev'ry  facred  tie, 

I  beg  thee  aft.  no  more,  but  hafte  from  hence. 

Pern.    What   myftic    meaning   lurks   beneath  thy 
words  ?  [with  ? 

What  fear  is  this  which   thou  would'ft  awe  my  foul 
Is  there  a  danger  Pembroke  dares  not  meet  ? 

Guil.  Oh,  fpare  my  tongue  atale  of  guilt  and  horror, 
Truft  me  this  once  :  believe  me  when  I  tell  thee, 
Thy  fafety  and  thy  life  is  all  I  feek. 
Away. 

Pern,  '  By  Heav'n  !  I  wo'not  ftir  a  ftep.' 
Curfeon  this  muffling,  dark,  ambiguous  phrafe. 
If  thou  would'ft  have   me  think  thou  mean'ft  me 

fairly  ; 

Speak  with  that  plainnefs  honefty  delights  in, 
And  let  thy  double-tongue  for  once  be  true. 
Guil.  Forgive  me,  filial  piety  and  nature, 
If  thus  compell'd,  I  break  your  facred  laws, 
Reveal  my  father's  crime,  and  blot  with  infamy 
The  hoary  head  of  him  who  gave  me  being, 
To  fave  the  man  whom  my  foul  loves,  from  death. 

[Giving  a  paper. 

Read  there  the  fatal  purpofe  of  thy  foe,  [ror ! 

A  thought  which  wounds  my  foul  with  fhame  and  hor- 
Somewhat  that  darknefs  mould  have  hid  for  ever, 
But  that  thy  life — Say,  haft  thou  feen  that  character? 
Pern.  I  know  it  well  j    the  hand  of  proud  Nor- 
thumberland, 

Directed  to  his  minions,  Gates  and  Palmer. 
What's  this  ?  [Rea/t. 

"  Remember,  with  your  clofeft  care,  to  obferve 
thofe  whom  I  nam'd  to  you  at  parting  ;  efpe- 
cially  keep  your  eye.  upon  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke ;  as  his  power  and  intereft  are  molt  conli- 
derable,  fo  his  oppofition  will  be  moft  fatal  to  us. 
Remember  the  refolution  was  taken,  if  you  mould 
find  him  inclined  to  our  enemies.  The  forms  of 
juftice  are  tedious,  and  delays  are  dangerous.  If 
he  falters,  lofe  not  the  fight  of  him  till  your  dag- 
gers have  reached  his  heart." 
My  heart !  Oh,  murd'rous  villain ! 

Gw'A 
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Gull.  Since  we  parted, 

Thy  ways  have  all   been  watch'd,    thy  fteps  been 
Thy  ftcret  treaties  wich  the  malecontents      [mark'd  •; 
That  harbour  in  the  city,  thy  conferring 
With  Gard'ner  here  in  the  Tower;  all  is  knowa  : 
And,  in  purfuance  of  that  bloody  mandate, 
A  fet  of  chofen  ruffians  wait  to  end  thee  : 
There  was  but  one  way  left  me  to  preferve  thee  ; 
I  took  it ;  and  this  morning  fent  my  warrant 

To  feize  upon  thy  perfon But  begone  ! 

Pern.  'Tis  fo — 'tis  truth 1  fee  his  honeft  heart— 

GuiL  I  have  a  friend  of  well-try'd  faith  and  cou- 
Who,  with  a  fit  difguife,  and  arms  conceal'd,    [rage; 
Attends  without  to  guide  thee  hence  with  fafety. 
Pem.Whzt  is  Northumberland?  And  what  art  thou  ? 
GuiL   Walle  not  the  time.     Away  ! 
Pern.   Here  let  me  fix, 
And  gaze  with  everlafting  wonder  on  thee. 
What  is  there  good  or  excellent  in  man, 
That  is  not  found  in  thee?  Thy  virtues  flam, 
They  break  at  once  on  my  aftonifh'd  foul  ; 
'  As  if  the  curtains  of  the  dark  were  drawn 
«  To  let  in  day  at  midnight. 

'  GuiL  Think  me  true; 
•  And  tho'. ill-fortune  crofs'd  upon  our  friendftiip — ' 

'  Pern.   Curfe  on  our  fortune  ! Think  I  know 

thee  honeft.' 
GuiL  For  ever  I  could  hear  thee— but  thy  life, 

Oh,  Pembroke  !  linger  not • 

•  Pern,   And  can  I  leave  thee, 
E«e  I  have  clafp'd  thee  in  my  eager  arms, 
And  giv'n  thee  back  my  fad  repenting  heart  ? 
Believe  me,  Guilford,  like  the  Patriarch's  dove, 

[Embracing. 

It  wander'd  forth,  but  found  no  refting-place, 
'Till  it  came  home  again  to  lodge  with  thee. 

GuiL  What  is  there  that  my  foul  can  more  defire, 
Than  thefe  dear  marks  of  thy  returning  friendfhip? 

The  danger  comes If  you  ftay  longer  here, 

Yon  die,  my  Pembroke. 
Pern.  Let  me  ftay  and  die  ; 

g  For 
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For  if  I  go,  I  go  to  work  thy  ruin. 
Thou  know'ft  not  what  a  foe  thou  fend'ft  me  forth, 
That  I  have  fworn  deftruclion  to  the  queen, 
And  pledg'd  my  faith  to  Mary  and  her  caulc  : 
My  honour  is  at  ftake. 

Gut/.  1  know  'tis  given. 
But  go — the  ftronger  thy  engagements  there, 
The  more's  thy  danger  here.     '  There  is  a  Power, 
Who  fits  above  the  ftars  ;  in  him  I  truft  : 
All  that  I  have,  his  bounteous  hand  beftow'd  : 
And  he  that  gave  it,  can  preferve  it  to  me. 
If  his  o'er-ruling  will  ordains  my  ruin, 
What  is  there  more  but  to  fall  down  before  him, 
And  humbly  yield  obedience  !' — Fly  !  begone  ! 
Pern.  Yes,  I  will  go— for,  fee  !  Behold  who  come*  I 
Oh,  Gnilford  !  hide  me,  fhield  me  from  her  fight ; 
Ev'ry  mad  paffion  kindles  up  again, 
Love,  rage,  defpair — and  yet  I  will  be  m after   «  A 

I  will  remember  thee Oh,  my  torn  heart ! 

I  have  a  thoufand,  thoufand  things  to  fay, 
But  cannot,  dare  not  flay  to  look  on  her. 

Thus  gloomy  ghofts,  where'er  the  breaking  morn 
Gives  notice  of  the  chearful  fun's  return, 
Fade  at  the  light,  with  horror  Hand  oppreil, 
And  flirink  before  the  purple-dawning  ealt  : 
Swift  with  the  fleeting  fhades  they  xving  their  way, 
And  dread  the  brightnefs  of  the  rifing  day.'   AaO 
[Exeunt  Guilford  And  Pembroke. 
Enter  Lady  Jane  Gray,  reading.  •  hnA 

L.  J.  G.  'Tis  falfe!  The  thinki»g  foul  is  fome- 

what  more 

Than  fymmetry  of  atoms  well-difpos'd, x;  nv/o 
The  harmony  of  matter.    Farewell  elfe     .nfhow 
The  hope  of  all  hereafter,  that  new  life,    o1:mdw 
That  feparate  intellect,  which  muft  furvive^n  3, 
When  this  fine  frame  is  moulder'd  into  dui.  ' 

Enter  Guilford.    -,•>  ->i|j  ic 

G*iL  What  read'ft  thou  there,  my  queen  *     miiiT 
£.  7.  C.  'Tis  Plato's  Phjedon  ; 
"Where  dying  Socrates  takes  leave  of  life,     j$ 
With  fuch  an  eafy,  carelefs,  calm  indifference,  < 
ViT  As 
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As  if  the  trifle  were  of  no  account^  i  05  I  ,03  I  li  io^[ 
Mean  in  itfelf,  and  only  to  be  worn 
In  honour  of  the  giver. 

Guil.  Shall  thy  foul 

Still  fcorn  the  world,  ftill  fly  the  joys  that  court 
'  Thy  blooming  beauty,  and  thy  tender  youth  ?' 
Still  fhall  fhe  foar  on  Contemplation's  wing, 
And  mix  with  nothing  meaner  than  the  flars  ; 
As  heaven  and  immortality  alone 
Were  objects  worthy  to  employ  her  faculties  ?' 
'  L.  J.  G.  Bate  but  thy  truth,    what  is  thete  here 
Deferves  the  leaft  regard  ?  Is  it  not  time         p>e!cw 
To  'bid  our  fouls  look  out,  explore  hereafter, 
And  feek  fome  better  fure  abiding-place  ; 
When  all  around  our  gathering  foes  come  on, 
To  drive,  to  fweep  us  from  this  world  at  once? 
'  Guil.  Does  any  danger  new' 
L.  J.  G.  The  faithleis  counfellors 
Are  fled  from   hence  to  join  the  princefs  Mary. 
The  fervile  herd  of  courtiers,  who  fo  late 
In  low  obedience  bent  the  keee  before  me; 
They  who  with  zealous  tongues,  and  hands  uplifteff , 
Befought  me  to  defend  their  laws  and  faith  ; 
Vent  their  lewd  execrations  on  my  name, 
Proclaim  me  trait'refs  now,  and  to  the  fcaffbld 
Doom  my  devoted  head. 

Guil.  The  changeling  villains  ! 
That  pray  for  flavery,  fight  for  their  bonds, 
And  fliun  the  bleffing,   liberty,  like  ruin. 
'  What  art  thou,   human  nature,  to  do  thus  ? 
'  Does  fear  or  folly  make  thee,  like  the  Indian, 
•  Fall  down  before  this  dreadful  devil,  tyranny, 
'   And  worfliip  the  deltroyer  ?' 
But  wherefore  do  I  loiter  tamely  here  ? 
Give  me  my  arms:  I  will  preferve  my  country, 
liv'n  in  her  own  defpite.     Some  friends  I  have, 
Who  will  or  die  or  conquer  in  thy  caufe, 
Thine  and  Religion's,  thine  and  England's  caufe. 
L.  J.  G.  Art   thou  not  all  my  treafure,  all  my 

guard  ! 
And  wo't  thou  take  from  tne  the  only  joy, 

Tfce 
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The  laft  defence  is  left  me  here  below  ? 

Think  not  thy  arm  can  item  the  driving  torrent, 

Or  fave  a  people,  who  with  blinded  rage 

Urge  their  own  fate,  and  ftrive  to  be  undone. 

Northumberland,  thy  father,  is  in  arms  ; 

And  if  it  be  in  valour  to  defend  us, 

His  fword,  that  long  has  known  the  way  to  conqueft, 

Shall  be  our  fureft  fafety. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Sujf.  Oh,  my  children  ! 

L.  J.  G.  Alas !  what  means  my  father  ? 

Sitf.  Oh,  my.fon, 

Thy  father,  great  Northumberland,  on  whom 
Our  deareft  hopes  were  built—————— 

Guil.  HaJ  What  of  him? 

Suf.  Is  loft  !  betray'd  ! 

His  army,  onward  as  he  march'd,  flirunk  from  him, 
Moulder'd  away,  and  melted  by  his  fide  ; 
'  Like  falling  hail  thick  ftrewn  upon  the  ground, 

•  Which,  ere  we  can  eflay  to  count,  is  vaniuVd,' 
With  fome  few  followers  he  arriv'd  at  Cambridge  ; 
But  there  ev'n  they  forfook  him,  and  himfelf 
Was  forc'd,  with  heavy,  heart,  and  wat'ry  eye, 
To  caft  his  cap  up,  with  diflembled  chear, 

And  cry,  God  fave  queen  Mary.     But,  alas  I 
Little  avail'd  the  femblance  of  that  loyalty  : 
For  foon  thereafter,  by  the  earl  of  Arundel, 
With  treafon  he  was  charg'd,  and  there  arrefted; 
And  row  he  brings  him  pris'ner  up  to  London. 
L.  J.  G,   Then  there's  an  end  of  greatnefs :  the 

vain  dream 

Of  empire,  and  a  crown  that  danc'd  before  me, 
'  With  all  thofe  unfubftantial  empty  forms ; 

*  Waiting  in  idle  mockery  around  us  ; 

'  The  gaudy  mafque,  tedious,  and  nothing  meaning,' 
Is  vanifh'd  all  at  once — Why,  fare  it  well. 

Guil.  And  canft  thou  bear  this  fudden  turn  of  fate, 
With  fuch  unfhaken  temper  ? 

L.J.G.  For  myfelf, 

If  I  cou'd  form  a  wifti  for  Heav'n  to  grant, 
It  would  have  been,  to  rid  me  of  this  crown. 

And 
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And  thou,  o'er-ruling,  great,  all-knowing  Power  ! 
Thou,  who  difcern'it  our  thoughts,   who  fee'ft  'erti 

rifing 

And  forming  in  the  foul;  Oh,  judge  me,  thou, 
If  e'er  ambition's  guilty  fires  have  warm'd  me, 
If  e'er  my  heart  inclin'd  to  pride,  to  power, 
Or  join'd  in  being  a  queen.      I  took  the  fceptre 
To  fave  this  land,  thy  people,  and  thy  altars  : 
And  now,  behold,  I  bend  my  grateful  knee,  [Kneeling. 
In  humble  adoration  of  that  mercy, 
Which  quits  me  of  the  vaft  unequal  taflc. 
Enter  the  Duchefs  of  Suffolk. 

Duck.  Sujf.  Nay,  keep  that  poflure  (till,  and  let 

us  join, 

Fix  all  our  knees  by  thine,  lift  up  our  hands, 
And  feek  for  help  and  pity  from  above, 
For  earth  and  faithlefs  man  will  give  us  none. 

L.  J.  G.  What   is    the   worft   our  cruel  fate  or- 
dains us?  [tongue, 

D:icb.  Suf.  Curs'd  be  my  fatal  counfels,  curs'd  my 
That  pleaded  for  thy  ruin,  and  perfuaded 
Thy  guiltlefs  feet  to  tread  the  paths  of  gieatnefs  ! 
My  child 1  have  undone  thee  ! 

L.J.G.  Oh,  my  mother! 
Shou'd  I  not  bear  a  portion  in  your  forrows  ? 

Duch.  SuJ~.  Alasj  thou  hall  thy  own,  a  double  por- 
Mary  is  come,  and  the  revolting  Londoners,       [tion. 
Who  beat  the  heav'ns  with  thy  applauded  name, 
Now  croud  to  meet,  and  hail  her  as  their  queen. 
SulFex  is  enter'd  here,  commands  the  Tower, 
Has  plac'd  his  guards  around,  and  this  fad  place. 
So  late  thy  palace,  is  become  our  prifon. 
I  faw  him  bend  his  knee  to  cruel  Gardiner, 
Who,  freed  from  his  confinement,  ran  to  meet  him, 
Embrac'd  and  blefs'd  him  with  a  hand  of  blood  ; 
Each  haft'ning  moment  I  expeft  'em  here, 
To  feize  and  pafs  the  doom  of  death  upon  us. 

Guil.  Ha !  feiz'd  !  Shalt  thou  be  feiz'd  I  and  (hall 

I  (land, 

And  tamely  fee  thee  borne  away  to  death  ? 
Then  blafted  be  my  coward  name  %  ever. 

C  No. 
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No,  I  will  fet  myfelf  to  guard  this  fpot, 

To  which  our  narrow  empire  now  is  ftirunk  :     ,»i  \M 

Here  I  will  grow  the  bulwark  of  my  queen  ; 

Nor  (hall  the  hand  of  violence  profane  theeyjsirrno! 

Until  my  breaft  has  borne  a  thoufand  wounds, 

Till  this  torn  mangled  body  fink  at  once 

A  heap  of  purple  ruin  at  thy  feet. 

L.  7.  G.  And  could  thy  ram,  diftraded  rage  do 

thus? 
Draw  thy  vain  fword  againft  an  armed  multitude, 

•  Only  to  have  my  poor  heart  fplit  with  horror, 

•  To  fee  thee  ftabb'd  and  butcher'd  here  before  me  ?' 
Oh,  call  thy  better,  nobler  courage  to  thee, 

And  let  us  meet  this  adverfe  fate  with  patience ! 

•  Greet  our  infulting  foes  with  equal  tempers, 

'  With  even  brows,  and  ibuls  fecure  of  death  ; 

•  Here  ftand  unmov'd  ;  as  once  the  Roman  fenate 

'  Receiv'd  fierce  Brennus,and  the  conquering  Gauls, 
'  Till  ev'n  the  rude  barbarians  ftood  am&z'd 

•  At  fuch  fuperior  virtue.'     Be  thyfelf, 
'  For  fee  the  trial  comes  ! 

Enter  Sutfex,  Gardiner,  Officers  and  SMUMV&& 
Stiff.  Guards,  execute  your  orders  ;  fcize  the  trai- 
tors : 

Here  my  commiflion  ends.  To  yon,  my  lord,  [To  Gar. 
So  our  great  miilrefs,  royal  Mary,  bids, 
I  leave  the  full  difpofal  of  thefe  pris'ners  ; 
To  your  wife  care  the  pious  queen  commends 
Her  facred  felf,  her  crown,  and,  what's  yet  more, 
The  holy  Roman  church  ;  for  whofe  dear  lafety, 
She  wills  your  utmoit  diligence  be  fliewn,         ion  * 
To  bring  Rebellion  to  the  bar  of  juitice. 
Yet  farther,  to  proclaim  how  much  {he  trufts 
In  Winchefter's  deep  thought,  and  well-rry'd  faith, 
The  feal  attends  to  grace  thofe  rev'rend  hands ; 
And  when  I  next  ialute  you,  I  muit  call  you 
Chief  minifter  and  chancellor  of  England. 

Gar.  Unnumbcr'd  bleilings  fall  upon  her  head, 
My  ever-gracious  lady  !  to  remember 
With  fuch  full  bounty  her  old  humble  beadfmlan  ! 
For  thefe,  her  foes,  leave  me  to  deal  with  them. 

ft 
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Su/l  The  queen  is  on  her  ent'rance,  and  expedH 
My  lord,  farevvel.  [me: 

Gar.  Farewel,   right  noble  Suflcx  : 
Commend  me  to  the  queen's  grace  ;  fay  her  bidding 
Shall  be  obferv'd  by  her  moft  lowly  creature. 

[Exit  Suffex. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  take  hence  your  pris'ners  : 
lie  it  your  care  to  fee  'em  kept  apart, 
That  they  may  hold  no  commerce  with  each  other. 

L.  J.  G.  Thatftroke  was  unexpefted. 

GuiL  Wilt  thou  part  us  f 

Gar.  I  hold  no  fpeech  with  heretics  and  traitors. 
Lieutenant,   fee  my  orders  are  obey'd.       [Exit  Gar. 

Gui/.  Inhuman,  monftrous,  unexampl'd  cruelty! 
Oh,  tyrant !  but  the  tafk  becomes  thee  well ; 
Thy  favage  temper  joys  to  do  death's  office  ; 
To  tear  the  facred  bands  of  love  afunder, 
And  part  thofe  hands  which  Heav'n  itfelf  hath  join'd. 

Duck.  Sxf.  To  let  us  wafte  the  little  reft  of  life 
Together,  had  been  merciful. 

Suf.  Then  it  had  not 
Been  done  like  Winchester. 

Guil.  Thou  ftand'ft  unmov'd  ; 
Calm  temper  fits  upon  thy  beauteous  brow ; 
Thy  eyes,   that  flow'd  fo  faft  for  Edward's  lofs, 
Gaze  unconcern'd  upon  the  ruin  round  thee  ; 
As  if  thou  hadfl  refolv'd  to  brave  thy  fate, 
And  triumph  in  the  midft  of  defolation. 

*  Ha!   feeitfwelis;  the  liquid  cryltal  rifes, 

'  Jt  ftarts,  in  fpite  of  thee but  I  will  catch  it ; 

•  Nor  let  the  earth  be  wet  with  dew  fo  rich.' 

L.  J.  G.  And  doit  thou  think,my  Guilford,  I  can 

fee 

My  father,  mother,  and  ev'n  thee,  my  hufband, 
Torn  from  my  fide  without  a  pang  of  iorrow  ? 
How  art  thou  thus  unknowing  in  my  heart  ! 
Words  cannot  tell  thee  what  I  feel.     There  is 
An  agonizing  (bftneis  bnfy  here, 
That  tugs  the  Itrings,  that  ftruggles  to  get  loofe, 
And  pour  my  foul  in  wailiags  out  before  thee. 

Guil.  Give  way,  and  let  the  gufhing  torrent  come ; 
C  2  Behold 
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Behold  the  tears  we  bring  to  fwell  the  deluge, 
Till  the  flood  rife  upon  the  guilty  world, 
-And  make  the  ruin  common. 

L.J.  G.   Guifford!  no: 

The  time  for  tender  thoughts,  and  foft  endearment?, 
Is  fled  away  and  gone  :  joy  has  forfaken  us  j 
Our  hearts  have  now  another  part  to  play  j 
They  muft  be  iteel'd  with  fome  uncommon  fortitude, 
That,  fearlefs,  we  may  tread  the  paths  of  horror  ; 
And  in  defpite  of  fortune  and  our  foes, 
Ev'n  in  the  hour  of  death,   be  moje  than  conqu'rors. 

Guil.  Oh,  teach  me  !  fay,  what  energy  divine 
Infprres  thy  fofter  fex,  and  tender  years, 
With  fuch  unfhaken  courage  ? 

L.  J.  G.  Truth  and  innocence  ; 
A  confcious  knowledge  rooted  in  my  heart, 
That  to  have  fav'd  my  country  was  my  duty. 
Yes,  England,  yes,  my  country,  I  would  fave  thee; 
But  Heav'n  forbids,  Heav'n  difallows  my  weaknefi* 
And  to  fome  dear  felefted  hero's  hand 
Referves  the  glory  of  thy  great  deliverance. 

Lieut.  My  lords,  my  orders 

Guil.  See  we  muft — muft  part. 

L.  J.  G.  Yet  I  u rely  we  (hall  meet  again. 
a'.it  tGuil.  Oh  !  Where  ? 

*  L.  J.  G.    If  not  on   earth,   among  yon  golden 
ftars, 

Where  other  funs  arife  on  other  earths, 

And  happier  beings  reil  on  happier  feats  : 

Where,  with  a  reach  enlarg'd,  our  fouls  (hall  view 

The  great  Creator's  never-ceafing  hand 

Pour  forth  new  worlds  to  all  eternity, 

And  people  the  infinity  of  fpace.' 

Guil.  Fain  would  I  chear  my  heart  with  hopes  like 
•mo;  c  thefe ; 

But  my  fad  thoughts  turn  «ver  to  the  grave  j       -.sril 
To  that  lift  dwelling,  whither  now  we  hafte  ; 
Where  the  black  fhade  mall  interpofe  betwixt  us, 
And  veil  thee  from  thefe  longing  eyes  for  ever.    ;.,w 

L.  J.    G.    'Tis    true,  by  thofe  dark  paths  our 
journey  leads, 

And 
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And  through  the  vale  of  death  we  pafs  to  life. 
But  what  is  there  in  death  to  blaft  our  hopes? 
Behold  the  univerfal  works  of  nature, 
Where  life  ftill  fprings  from  death.     '  To  us  the  fun 
•  Dies  ev'ry  night,  and  ev'ry  morn  revives : 
'  The  flow'rs,  which  Winter's  icy  hand  deilroy'd, 
'  Lift  their  fair  heads,  and  live  again  in  Spring.* 
Mark  with  what  hopes,  upon  the  furrow'd  plain, 
The  careful  ploughman  cafts  the  pregnant  grain  ; 
There  hid,  as  in  a  grave,  a-while  it  lies, 
Till  the  revolving  feafon  bids  it  rife  ; 
'  Till  nature's  genial  pow'rs  command  a  birth  ; 
'   And  potent,  call  it  from  the  teeming  earth  :' 
Then  large  increafe  the  bury'd  treafures  yield, 
And  wich  full  harveft  crown  the  plenteous  field. 

\Exeuntfe--verally  with  guards. 


ACTV.      SCENE    continues. 

Enter  Gardiner  as  Lord  Chancellor,  and  tie  Lieutenant 
cf  the  *To--wer»     Servants,  with  lights   before  'em. 

Lieut.  /^OOD  morning  to  your  lordftiip;  you  rife 
\3     early. 

Gar.  Nay,  by  the  rood,  there  are  too  many  fleepers  ; 
Some  muft  llir  early,  or  the  ftate  (hall  fuffer. 
Did  you,   as  yefterday  our  mandate  bade, 
Inform  your  pris'ners,  lady  Jane  and  G  uilford, 
They  were  to  die  this  day  } 

Lieut.  My  lord,  I  did. 

Car.    'Tis  well.     But  fay,  How  did  your  meflage 
like  'ern  ? 

Lieut.  My  lord,  they  met  the  fummons  with  a  tem- 
That  mew'd  afoiemn,  ferious  fenfe  of  death,      [per, 
Mix'd  with  a  noble  fcorn  of  all  its  terrors. 
In  ihort,  they  heard  me  with  the  felf-fame  patience 
With  which  they  ftill  have  borne  them  in  their  prifon. 
In  one  requeft  they  both  concurred  :  each  begg'd. 
Tu  die  before  the  other. 

C  3  Car. 
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Gar.  That  difpofe 
As  you  think  fitting. 

Lieut.  The  lord  Guilford  only 
Implor'd  another  boon,  and  urg'd  it  warmly  : 
That  ere  he  fuffer'd,  he  might  fee  his  wife, 
And  take  a  laft  farewel. 

Gar.  That's  not  much, 

That  grace  may  be  allow'd  him.     See  you  to  it. 
How  goes  the  morning  ? 

Lieut.  Not  yet  four,  my  lord. 

Gar.  By  ten  they  meet  their  fate.  Yet  one  thing  more, 
You  know  'twas  order'd  that  the  lady  Jane 
Shou'd  fuffer  here  within  the  Tower.     Take  care 
No  crouds  may  be  let  in,  no  maudlin  gazers 
To  wet  their  handkerchiefs,  and  make  report 
How  like  a  faint  me  ended.     Some  fit  number, 
And  thofe  too  of  our  friends,  were  moft  convenient : 
But,  above  all,  fee  that  good  guard  be  kept: 
You  know  the  queen  is  lodg'd  at  prefent  here. 
Take  care  that  no  difturbance  reach  her  highnefs. 
And  fo  good  morning,  good  mafter  lieutenant. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
How  now  !   What  light  comes  here  ! 

Str.  So  pleafe  your  lord  (hip, 
If  I  miftake  not,  'tis  the  earl  of  Pembroke. 

Gar.  Pembroke  ! 'Tis  he  ;  what  calls  him  forth 

thus  early  ? 

Somewhat  he  fcems  to  bring  of  high  import  ; 
'  Some  flame  uncommon  kindles  up  his  foul, 

•  And  flames  forth  ;mpetuous  at  his  eyes.' 
Enter  Pembroke,   a  Page  tuitb  a  light  before  him. 

Good  morrow,  noble  Pembroke  !  What  importunate 
And  ftfong  neceffity  breaks  on  your  (lumbers, 
And  rears  your  youthful  head  from  off  your  pillow 
At  this  unwholfome  hour  ;  '  while  yet  the  nightf ' 

•  Lafts  in  her  latter  courfe,  and  with  her  raw 
'  And  rheumy  damps  infefts  the  dufky  air  ?' 

Pc;n.  Oh,  rev'rend  Winchdter !  my  beating  heart 
Exults  and  labours  with  the  joy  it  bears : 
The  news  I  bring  ihnll  blefs  the  breaking  morn. 

•  7  his  coming  day  the  fun  mail  rife  more  glorious, 

•  Than  when  his  maiden  beams  firft  gilded  o'er 

'  The 
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f  The  rich  immortal  greens,  the  flow'ry  plains, 
'  And  fragrant  bow'rs  of  paradife  new-born.' 

Gar.  What  happinefs  is  this  ! 

Pern.  'Tis  mercy  !  mercy, 

'  The  mark  of  Heav'n  imprefs'd  on  human  kind ; 
'  Mercy,  that  glads  the  world,  deals  joy  around  ; 
'  Mercy,  that  fmooths  the  dreadful  brow  of  power, 
*  And  makes  dominion  light ;  mercy,  that  faves, 
'  Binds  up  the  broken  heart,  and  heals  defpair.' 
Mary,  our  royal,  ever-gracious  miilrefs, 
Has  to  my  fervices  and  humbleft  prayers 
Granted  the  lives  of  Guilford  and  his  wife  ; 
Full  and  free  pardon  ! 

Gar.  Ha  !  What  faid  you  ?  Pardon  ! 
But  fure  you  cannot  mean  it ;  cou'd  not  urge 
The  queen  to  fuch  a  ram  and  ill-tim'd  grace  ? 
What!  fave  the  lives  of  thofe  who  wore  her  crown  ! 
My  lord,  'tis  moft  unweigh'd  pernicious  counfel, 
And  mull  not  be  comply'a  with. 

Pern.  Not  comply'd  with  ! 

And  who  fliail  dare  to  bar  her  facred  pleafure,. 
And  ftop  the  iiream  of  mercy  ? 

Gar.  That  will  I : 

Who  wo'not  fee  her  gracious  difpofition 
Draw  to  deilroy  herfelf. 

Pern.   Thy  narrow  foul 
Knows  not  the  godlike  glory  of  forgiving  : 
Nor  can  thy  cold,  thy  ruthlefs  heart  conceive, 
How  large  the  power,  how  fix'd  the  empire  is, 
Which  benefits  confer  on  generous  minds : 
'  Goodnefs  prevails  upon  the  ftubborn  foes, 
'  And  conquers  more  than  ever  Csefar's  fword  did.' 

Gtfr.Thefe  are  romantic,  light,  vain-glorious  dreams, 
Have  you  confider'd  well  upon  the  danger  ? 
How  dear  to  the  fond  many,  and  how  popular 
Thefe  are  whom  you  would  fpare  ?  Have  you  forgot, 
When  at  the  bar,   before  the  feat  of  judgment, 
Thii  lady  Jane,  this  beauteous  trait'refs,  itood, 
With  what  command  me  charm'd  the  whole  aflembly  ? 
With  filent  grief  the  mournful  audience  fat, 
Fix'd  on  her  face,  and  iift'ning  to  her  pleading. 
Her  very  judges  wrung  their  hands  for  pity  j 

Their 
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Their  old  hearts  melted  in  'em  as  fhe  fpoke, 
And  tears  ran  down  upon  their  filver  beards. 
Ev'n  I  myfelf  was  mov'd,  and  for  a  moment 
Felt  wrath  fufpended  in  my  doubtful  breaft, 
And  queftion'd  if  the  voice  I  heard  was  mortal. 
But  when  her  tale  was  done,  what  loud  applaufe, 
Like  burfts  of  thunder,  fhook  the  fpacious  hall  ! 
At  laft,  when  lore  conltrain'd,   th'  unwilling  lords 
Pronounc'd  the  fatal  fentence  on  her  life, 
A  peal  of  groans  ran  thro'  the  crouded  court, 
As  every  heart  was  broken,  and  the  doom, 
Like  that  which  waits  the  world,  were  univerfal. 

Pern.  And  can  that  facred  form,  that  angel's  voice, 
Which  mov'd  the  hearts  of  a  rude  ruthleu  croud, 
Nay,  mov'd  ev'n  thine,  now  fue  in  vain  for  pity  ? 

Gar.   Alas,  you  look  on  her  with  'lover's  eyes: 
I  hear  and  fee  through  reafonable  organs, 
Where  paffion  has  no  part.     Ccme,  come,  my  lord, 
You  have  too  little  of  the  ftatefman  in  you. 

Pern.  And  you,  my  lord,  too  little  of  the  churchman. 
Is  not.  the  facred  purpoie  of  our  faith 
Peace  and  good-will  to  man  ?  The  hallow'd  hand, 
Ordain'd  to  blefs,  fhould  ki.ow  no  itain  of  blood. 
'Tis  true,  I  am  not  praftis'd  in  your  politics  j 
'Twas  your  pernicious  counfel  led  the  queen 
To  break  her  promife  with  the  men  of  Suffolk, 
To  violate,   what  in  a  prince  mould  be 
Sacred  above  the  reft,  her  royal  word. 

Go?.  Yes,  and  I  dare  avow  it :  I  advis'd  her 
To  break  thro'  all  engagements  made  with  heretics, 
And  keep  no  faith  with  fuch  a  mifcreant  crew. 

Pent,  Where  mail  we  feek  for  truth,  when  ev'n  reH- 
The  prieftly  robe  and  mitred  head  dilclaim  it?   [gion, 
'  But  Aus  bad  men  dishonour  the  bell  caufe.' 
I  tell  thee,  Winchefter,  dodrines  like  thine 
Have  ftain'd  our  holy  church  with  greater  infamy 
Than  all  your  eloquence  can  wipe  away. 
Hence  'tis,  that  thole  who  differ  from  our  faith. 
Brand  us  with  breach  of  oaths,  withperfecucion, 
With  tyranny  o'er  confciencc,  and  proclaim 
Our  fcarlet  prelates  men  that  thirft  for  blood, 
And  Chriftian  Rome  more  cruel  than  the  Pagan. 

Gar. 
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Gar.  Nay,  if  you  rail,  farewell.  The  queen  mufl  be 
Better  advis'd,  than  thus  to  gherifh  vipers, 
Whofe  mortal  flings  are  arm'd  againfl  her  life. 
But  while  I  hold  the  feal,  no  pardon  pafles 
For  hereticks  and  traitors.  [Exit  Gardiner. 

Pern.  'Twas  unlucky 

To  meet  and  crofs  upon  this  froward  prieft  : 
But  let  me  lofe  the  thought  on't ;  let  me  hafte, 
Pour  my  glad  tidings  forth  in  Guilford's  bcfom, 
And  pay  him  back  the  life  his  friendfhip  fav'd.  [Efcit. 

The  SCENE  draws,  and  difco<vers  the  Lady  Jane  kneel- 
ing, as  at  her  devotion  ;  a  light,  and  a  book  plac'd  on 
a  table  before  her. 

Ester  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  Lord  Guilford,   and 
one  of  Lady  Jane's  women. 

Lieut.  Let  me  not  prefs  upon  your  lordfhip  farther, 
Bat  wait  your  leifure  in  the  antichamber. 

Guil.  1  will  not  hold  you  long.  [Exit  Lieut. 

Worn.  Softly,    my  lord  ! 

For  yet,  behold,  me  kneels.     «  Before  the  night 
Had  reach'd  her  middle  fpace,  fhe  left  her  bed, 
And  with  a  pleafmg,  fober  chearfulnefs, 
As  for  her  funeral,  array 'd  herfelf 
In  thofe  fad  folemn  weeds.     Since  then,  her  knee 
Has  known  that  poflure  only,  and  her  eye, 
Or  fix'd  upon  the  facred  page  before  her, 
Or  lifted  with  her  rifing  hopes  to  Hfcav'n.' 
Guil.   See  with  what  zeal  thofe   holy   hands  are 

rear'd  ! 

Mark  her  vermilion  lip,  with  fervour  trembling, 
Her  fpotlefs  bofom  fwells  with  facred  ardor, 
And  burns  with  ecftafy  and  ftrong  devotion  ; 
Her  fupplication  fweet,  her  faithful  vows 
Fragrant  and  pure,  and  grateful  to  high  Heav'n, 
Like  incenfe  from  the  golden  cenfer  rile  ; 
Or  blefled  angels  minifler  unfeen, 
Catch  the  fofc  founds,  and  with  alternate  office, 
Spread  their  ambrofial  wings,  then  mount  with  joy, 
And  waft  them  upwards  to  the  throne  of  grace.' 
But  fhe  has  ended,  and  comes  forward. 

[Lady 
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{Lady  Jane  rifts,   and  comes  tward  the  front  of  the 
Ji&ge.~\ 

L.J.G.  Ha! 

Art  them  my  Guilford  ?  Wherefore  doft  thou  come 
To  break  the  fettled  quiet  of  my  foul  ? 
I  meant  to  part  without  another  pang, 
And  lay  my  weary  head  down  full  of  peace. 

Guil,  Forgive  the  fondnefs  of  my  longing  foul, 
That  melts  with  tendernefs,  and  leans  toward  thee  : 
'  Tho'  the  imperious  dreadful  voice  of  fate 
'  Summon  her  hence,  and  warn  her  from  the  world.' 
But  if  to  fee  thy  Guilford  give  thee  pain, 
Wou'd  I  had  dy'd,  and  never  more  beheld  thee  : 
'  Tho'  my  lamenting  difcontented  gholl 
'  Had  wander'd  forth,  unblefs'd  by  thofe  dear  eye», 
*  And  wail'd  thy  lofs  in  death's  eternal  fhades.' 

L.  J.  G.  My  heart  had  ended  ev'ry  earthly  care, 
Had  otfer'd  up  its  pray'rs  for  thee  and  England, 
'  And  fix'd  its  hopes  upon  a  rock  unfailing ;' 
While  all  the  little  bus'nefs  that  remain'd,        [>  HA. 
Was  but  to  pafs  the  forms  of  death  and  conftancy* 
And  leave  a  life  become  indifferent  to  me. 
But  thou  haft  waken 'd  other  thoughts  within  m«  j 
Thy  fight,  my  deareft  hufband  and  my  lord, 
Strikes  on  the  tender  ftrings  of  love  and  nature : 
My  vanquifh'd  paffions  rife  again,  and  tell  me, 
'Tis  more,  far  more  than  death  to  part  from  thee. 
Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern.  Oh,  let  me  fly,  bear  me,  thou  fwift  impati- 
And  lodge  me  in  my  faithful  Guilford's  arms,  [ence, 

[Embracing, 

That  I  may  fnatch  thee  from  the  greedy  grave, 
That  I  may  warm  his  gentle  heart  with  joy, 
And  talk  to  him  of  life,  of  life  and  pardon. 

Guil.  What  means  my  deareft  Pembroke  f 

Pern.  Oh,  my  fpeech 

Is  choak'd  with  words  that  crowd  to  tell  my  tidings ! 
But  I  have  fav'd  thee — and — Oh,  joy  unutterable  ! 
The  <jueen,  my  gracious,  my  forgiving  miftrefs, 
Has  giv'n  not  only  thee  to  my  requeil, 
But  me,  me  too,  in  whom  alone  thou  liv'ft, 
The  partner  ef  thy  heart,  thy  love  is  fafe. 

CuiL 
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Guil.  Millions  of  bleffings  wait  her !— Has  /he— 
Oh,  has  flic  fpar'd  my  wife?  [tell  me, 

Pern.  Both,  both  are  pardon'd. 
But  hafte,  and  do  thou  lead  me  to  thy  faint, 
That  I  may  caft  myfelf  beneath  her  feet, 
And  beg  her  to  accept  this  poor  amends 
For  all  I've  done  againft  her — Thou  fair  excellence, 

[Kneeling. 

Canft  thou  forgive  the  hoftile  hand  that  arm'd 
Againft  thy  caufe,  and  robb'd  thee  of  a  crown  ? 

L.  J.    G.    Oh,  rife,  my  lord,  and  let  me  take  you* 

pofture, 

Life  and  the  world  are  hardly  worth  my  care, 
But  you  have  rec^ncil'd  me  to  *em  both  ; 
Then  let  me  pay  my  gratitude,  and  for 
This  free,  this  noble,  unexpected  mercy, 
Thus  low  I  bow  to  Heav'n,  the  queen,  and  you. 

Pern.  To  me  !  forbid  it  goodnefs !  if  I  live, 
Somewhat  I  will  do  ilia':!  deferve  your  thanks. 
All  difcord  and  remembrance  of  offence 
Shall  be  cler.n  blotted  out ;   and  for  your  freedom, 

•  Myfelf  have  underta'en  to  be  your  caution.' 
Hear  me,  you  faints,  and  aid  my  pious  purpofe  ; 
Thefe  that  deferve  fo  much,  this  wond'rous  pair, 
Let  thefe  be  happy  :   ev'ry  joy  attend  'em  ; 

A  fruitful  bed,   a  chain  of  love  unbroken, 

•  A  good  old  age,  to  fee  their  children's  children,' 
A  holy  death,  and  everhiftir.g  memory; 

'  While  I  refign  to  them  my  .hare  of  happinefs, 

•  Contented  1H11  to  wait  what  :hey  enjoy, 

•  And  fingly  to  be  wretched.' 

Ettter  Lieutenant  of  :bt  Tower. 
Lieut.  The  lord  chancellor 
I»  come  with  orders  from  the  queen. 

Enter  Gardiner  and  attendants. 
Pern.   Ha!   Winchefter ! 
Gar.  The  queen,  whofe  days  be  many, 
Ey  me  confirms  her  firtt-accorded  grace  ; 
But  as  the  pious  princefs  means  her  mercy 
Should  reach  e'en  to  the  foul  as  well  as  body, 
By  me  me  lignifies  her  royal  pleafure, 
That  thou,  lord  Guilford,  and  the  lady  Jan?, 

Do 
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Do  inftantly  renounce,  abjure  your  herefy, 
And  yield  obedience  to  the  fee  of  Rome. 

L.J.G.  What !  turn  apoftate  ? 

Gui  1.  Ha  !  forego  my  faith  ? 

Gar.  'This  oae  condition  only  feals  your  pardon  : 
But  if,  thro' pride  of  heart,  and  ftubborn  obftinacy, 
With  "wilful  hands  you  pufh  the  bleffing  from  you, 
'  And  (hut  your  eyes  againft  fuch  manifeft  light,' 
Know  ye,  your  former  fentence  ftands  connrm'd, 
And  you  muft  die  to-day. 

Pern.  'Tis  falfe  as  hell : 
The  mercy  of  the  queen  was  free  and  full. 
Think'ft  thou  that  princes  merchandize  their  grace, 
As  Roman  priefts  their  pardon  ?  '  Do  they  barter, 

•  Screw  up,   like  you,  the  buyer  to  a  price, 

•  And  doubly  fell  what  was  defign'd  a  gift?' 

Gar.  My  lord,  this  language  ill  befeems  your  no- 

blenefs  ; 

Nor  come  I  here  to  bandy  words  with  mad-men. 
Behold  the  royal  fignet  of  the  queen, 
Which  amply  fpeaks  her  meaning.  You,  the  pris'ners, 
Have  heard,  at  large,  its  purport,  and  muft  inftantly 
Refolve  upon  the  choice  of  life  or  death. 

Pern.  Curfe  on — But  wherefore  do  I  loiter  here  ? 
I'll  to  the  queen  this  moment,  and  there  know 
What  'tis  this  mifchief-making  prieft  intends.   [Exit. 

Gar.  Your  wifdom  points  you  out  a  proper  courlc. 
A  word  with  you,  Lieutenant. 

[Talks  nuith  the  Lieutenant  afidc. 

Gull.  Muft  we  part  then  f 

What  are  thofe  hopes  that  flatter'd  us  but  now  ; 
Thofe  joys,  that,  like  the  fpring,  with  all  its  flow'rs, 
Pour'd  out  their  pleafures  every  where  around  us  ? 
In  one  poor  minute  gone  :   '  at  once  they  wither'd, 

•  And  left  their  place  all  defolate  behinjd  them.' 

L.  J.  G.  Such  is  this  foolifli  world,  and  fuch  the 
Of  all  the  boafted  bleffings  it  beftows  :          [certainty 
Then,  Guilford,  let  us  have  no  more  to  do  with  it ; 
Think  only  how  to  leave  it  as  we  ought ; 
«  But  truft  no  more,  and  be  deceiv'd  no  more.' 

G*/7.'  Yes,  I  will  copy  thy  divine  example, 
'  And  tread  the  paths  are  pointed  out  by  thee  :' 

8  By 
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By  thce  intruded,  to  the  fatal  block 
I  bend  my  head  with  joy,  and  think  it  happinefs 
To  give  my  life  a  ranfom  for  my  faith. 
From  thee,  thou  angel  of  my  heart,  I  learn 
That  greateft,  hardeft  taflc,  to  part  with  thee.' 
L.  J.  G.  Oh,  glorioufly  refolv'd!   «  Heav'n  is  my 
My  heart  rejoices  in  thee  more  ev'n  now,     [witnefs, 
Thus  conftant  as  thou  art,  in  death  thus  faithful, 
Than  when  the  holy  prieft  firft  join'd  our  hands, 
And  knit  the  facred  knot  of  bridal  love.' 
Gar.  The  day  wears  faft  ;  Lord  Guilford,  have  you 
Will  you  lay  hold  on  lift  ?  [thought  ? 

Guil.  What  are  the  terms  ? 
Gar.  Death,  or  the  mafs,  attend  you. 
Gut/,  'Tis  determin'd  : 
Lead  to  the  fcaffbld. 

Gar.  Bear  him  to  his  fate. 

Guil.  Oh,  let  me  fold  thee  once  more  in  my  arms, 
Thou  deareft  treafure  of  my  heart,  and  print 
A  dying  hufband's  kifs  upon  thy  lip  ! 
Shall  we  not  live  again,  ev'n  in  thofe  forms? 
Shall  I  not  gaze  upon  thee  with  thefe  eyes  ? 

L.J.G.  Oh,  wherefore  doft  thou  foothe  me  with  thy 

foftnefs  f 

Why  doft  thou  wind  thyfelf  about  my  heart, 
And  make  this  feparation  painful  to  us  ? 
'  Here  break  we  off  at  once  ;  and  let  us  now, 
'  Forgetting  ceremony,  like  two  friends 
'  That  have  a  little  bufinefs  to  be  done, 
'  Take  a  fhort  leave,  and  hafte  to  meet  again. 
'  Guil.  Reft  on  that  hope,  my  foul — my  wife— — 
'  L.J.  G.  No  more.' 

Guil.  My  fight  hangs  on  thee — >— Oh,  fuppoft  me, 
In  this  laft  pang— and  let  us  meet  in  blifs  !   [Heav'n, 
[Guilford  is  led  off  by  tht  guards. 
'  L.J.  G.  Can  nature  bear  this  ftroke  >' 
Worn.   Alas,  flie  faints  !  [Supporting. 

L.J.G.  Wo't  thou  fail  now—The  killing  itroke  is 
And  all  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  o'er.  [paft, 

Gar.  Here  let  the  dreadful  hand  of  vengeance  flay; 
Have  pitv  on  your  youth,  and  blooming  beauty  ; 
'   C.ill  not  away  the  good  which  Heav'n  befto-.vs  ;* 

D  Time 
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Time  may  have, many  years  in  ftore  for  you, 
All  crown'd  with  fair  profperity.     Your  hufband 
Has  periih'd  in  perverfenefs. 

L.J.G.  Ceafe,  thou  raven, 
Nor  violate,  with  thy  profaner  malice, 
My  bleeding  Guilford's  ghoft — 'Tis  gone,  'tis  flowa  : 
But  lingers  on  the  wing,  and  waits  for  me. 

\7befcene  draws,  and  difcovers  a  fcaffold  bung  with 

blacky  executioner  and  guards, 
And  fee  my  journey's  end. 

i  Worn.  My  deareft  lady.  \Wttping. 

*  Z  Worn,  Oh,  mifery  !' 

L.  J.  G.  Forbear,  my  gentle  maids, 
Nor  wound  my  peace  with  fruidefs  lamentations  ; 
The  good  and  gracious  hand  of  Providence 
Shall  raife  you  better  friends  than  I  have  been. 

i  lfotn.  Oh,  never,  never  ! " 

Z.  J.  G.  Help  to  difarray, 
And  fit  me  for  the  block  :  do  this  lafl  fervice, 
And  do  it  chearfully.     Now  you  will  fee 
Your  poor  unhappy  miilrefs  fleep  in  peace, 
And  ceafe  from  all  her  ibrrows.     Theft:  few  trifles., 
The  pledges  of  a  dying  miftrefs'  love, 
Receive  and  fhare  among  you.     •  Thou,  Maria, 

[To  i  mm. 

Haft  been  my  old,  my  very  faithful  fervant: 

In  dear  remembrance  of  thy  love,  I  leave  the* 

This  book,   the  law  of  everlafting  truth  : 

Make  it  thy  treafure  ftill ;  'twas  my  fupport, 

When  all  help  elfe  forfook  me.' 

Gar.   Will  you  yet 
Repent,  be  wife,  a»d  fave  your  precious  life  ? 

L.  J.  G.  Oh,  Wincheiter  !  has  learning  taught  tb*e 
To  barter  truth  for  life  ?  [that : 

<;«»-.  Miftaken  folly  ! 

You  toil  ami  travel  for  your  own  perdition, 
And  die  for  d:invned  errors. 

I.  J.  G.  Who  judge  rightly, 
And  who  pcrfifts  in  en  or,  will  be  known, 
Then,  when  we  meet  again.     Once  more,  farewell, 

[To  her  vjom.  , 

(ooodnefs  be  ever  with  you.     '  When  I'm  dead, 
'   Jntrcat  they  do  no  rude,  dilhoucil  wrong 
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*  To  my  cold,  headlefs  corpfe  ;  but  fee  it  fluouded, 

*  And  decent  laid  in  earth.' 
Gar.  Wo't  thou  then  die  ? 

Thy  blood  be  on  thy  head. 
L.  J.  G.  My  blood  be  where  it  falls ;  let  the  eartk 

hide  it ; 

And  may  it  never  rife,  or  call  for  vengeance. 
Oh,  that  it  were  the  laft  (hall  fall  a  viftim 
To  zeal's  inhuman  wrath !    Thou,  gracious  Heaven, 
Hear  and  defend  at  length  thy  fuffering  people  ; 
Raife  up  a  monarch  of  the  royal  blood, 
Brave,  pious,  equitable,  wife  and  good : 

*  In  thy  due  feafon  let  the  hero  come, 

'  To  fave  thy  altars  from  the  rage  of  Rome  : 

'  Long  let  him  reign,  to  blefs  the  refcuM  land/ 

And  deal  out  juftice  with  a  righteous  hand. 

And  when  he  fails,  Oh,  may  he  leave  a  fon, 

With  equal  virtues  to  adorn  his  throne  ; 

To  lateft  times  the  blefling  to  convey 

And  guard  that  faith  for  which  I  die  to-day. 

[Lady  Jane  goes  up  to  the  fcaffbU.   Tbe/cetie  clefts. 
Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern.  Horror  on  horror!  Blafted  be  the  hand 
That  ilruck  my  Guilford  !  Oh,  his  bleeding  trunk 
Shall  live  in  thefe  diftraAed  eyes  for  ever  1 
Curfe  on  thy  fatal  arcs,  thy  cruel  counfels !  [To  Gard. 
The  queen  is  deaf,   and  pitilefs  as  thou  art. 

Gar.  The  juit  reward  of  herefy  and  treafon 
Js  fallen  upon  'em  both,  for  their  vain  obftinacy  ; 
Untimely  death,  with  infamy  on  earth, 
And  everlafting  punimment  hereafter. 

Pem.  And  canft  thou  tell  ?  Who  gave  thee  to  explore 
The  fccret  purpofes  of  Heaven,  or  taught  thce 
To  fet  a  bound  to  mercy  unccnfin'd  ? 
But  know,  thou  proud,  perverfely-judging  Winchefter, 
Howe'er  you  hard,  imperious  cenfures  doom, 
And  portion  out  our  lot  in  worlds  to  come, 
Thofe,  who,  with  honeft  hearts,  purfue  the  right, 
And  follow  faithfully  truth's  facred  light, 
Tho'  fuff'ring  here,  fhall  from  their,  ibrrows  ceafir, 
Reft  with  the  faints,  and  dwell  in  cndlefs  peace. 

{Extunt. 
EP1- 
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*T*HE  palms  of  'virtue  heroes  off  have  ivorn ; 

Thofe  wreaths  to-night  a  female  brow  adern. 
The  deft  in1  d  faint,  unfortunately  brave, 
Sunk  'with  thofe  altars  which  Jhe  ft  rove  tofave. 
Greatly  Jhe  dar'd  to  prop  thejufterjide, 
As  greatly  with  her  adverfe  fate  comply*  d, 
Did  all  that  Heav'n  cou'dafk,  rejign'd,  and  dy'd- 
Dy'd  for  the  land  for  which  Jhe  wijh'd  to  live, 
And  gained  that  liberty  Jhe  could  not  give. 
Oh,  happy  people  of  this  favorite  ijle, 
On  whom  fo  many  tetter  angels  fmile! 
For  you,  kind  Heav'ti  neiu  blejjings  Jiill /applies , 
Sids  other  faints,   and  other  guardians  rift .' 
for  you,   the  fair  eft  of  her  fex  is  come, 
Adopts  our  Britain,  and  forgets  her  home  : 
For  truth  and  you  the  heroine  declines 
Aujtria's  proud  eagles,  and  the  Indian  mines. 
What  fenfe  offucb  a  bounty  can  be  Jbenurt! 
But  Heaven  muft  make  the  great  reward  its  CVJK, 
And  Jlars  jballjoin  to  make  her  future  crown. 
Ytur  gratitude  'with  eafe  may  be  exprefs'd ; 
Strive  but  to  be,  what  Jhe  would  make  you,  blefs'd* 
Let  not  vile  faSien  vex  the  vulgar  ear 
With  fond  furmife,  and  falfe  affic3ed fear ; 
'Confirm   but  to  yourfelves  the  given  good  ; 
'Tis  all  Jhe  ajks,  for  all  Jhe  has  ieflow'd. 
Such  was  our  great  example  Jheiun  to-day, 
And  with  fuch  thanks  our  author's  pains  repay. 
If  from  thefe  fcenes,  to  guard  your  faith  you  lefirn^ 
If  far  our  laws  you  Jhew  a  juft  concern  ; 
If  you  are  taught  to  dread  a  popijh  reign, 
Our  btauieous  patriot  has  net  dy'd  in  <vain. 
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